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Another true legend of wrestling was lost when the self-proclaimed “King of Men,” the 
Classy Mr. Freddie Blassie passed away at the age of 86. Within the past six months, we have 
lost probably the two greatest wrestling villains the sport has ever known - The Sheik and Fred 
Blassie. 

When Blassie passed through the Detroit area in the late 1960s and early 1970s, I had heard 
much of this “vampire.” The national wrestling magazines had no shortage throughout the ‘60s 
and '70s of Blassie, and his reputation as a headliner preceded him into town. 

While Blassie was far from a mat technician in regards to wrestling holds and counter-holds, 
he had an uncanny ability to do the right things at the right time, resulting in raising the crowd to 
a fever pitch in most of his matches. The one thing that Fred did that was never equalled was the 
(lost) art of cutting a tremendous promo - the pre-match interview. 

Although those on the West Coast knew him well, we in the midwest had only heard of this 
legendary wrestler. After his first week in town, everybody who watched “Big Time Wrestling" 
wanted to jump through their TV sets to get at this bleached blonde, suntanned arrogant man with 
a raspy voice who called us all “pencil neck geeks." 

Blassie could incite a crowd before he stepped through the ropes - no doubt, a remarkable 
ability that few others could match in his day - or ever. 

Blassies “home territory" was no-doubt, Los Angeles, California, where he had many 
memorable matches at the famed Olympic Auditorium, and at other venues throughout SoCal. It 
can be said without hesitation that his most recognizable bouts and feuds were those in the West, 
working for promoter Mike Lebell. 


Unfortunately, in his recently released book, "Listen, You Pencil Neck Geeks," Blassie seems 
to go out of his way to criticize Mike Lebell. I won't go into details here about Blassie's rant, but 
I can't for the life of me figure out - if he was so unhappy with the situation, why did he stick 
around, and then when he eventually left the area, why did he return? If I was unhappy in my job, 
I wouldn't stick around for the misery, that's for sure. In this issue of Wrestling Revue, you will 
find Mike Lebell's response to the Blassie book. 

I wasn't around the L.A. promotion during that time, but I can say this: I've known Mike 
Lebell on a business and personal level for nearly twenty years. He has been totally and completely 
upfront with me on all of our many, many business dealings. More importantly, he has gone out of 
his way to do anything I've ever asked, without hesitation. Because Mike is one of the “old school" 
wrestling promoters, he has never, ever openly discussed the business with anybody in a public 
forum. However, when I asked him if he would consent to a straight-up question and answer 
session - with many of the questions provided by readers of this publication - he didn't hesitate. 
You'll find the results in this issue. 

There are many things about Mike Lebell that were NOT printed in Blassie's book.... like 
credit for being a real groundbreaker when it came to new ideas infused into the wrestling game 
(“The Blassie Cage" was indeed, Mike's original idea); but there are other more personal examples 
that few know about... the many times he loaned money to wrestlers who needed it.... the time 
he bailed out a famous wrestler’s kin who was up to his neck in gambling debts.... the many times 
he would give a young wrestler, or an older out-of-luck wrestler a chance... such is the life of a 
“can’t win" wrestling promoter... if the house is bad, it's the fault of the promoter... if the house is 
good, it's due to the wrestlers! 


Tell us who you'd like to see featured in Wrestling Revue! 
Write to: Wrestling Revue * Box 309 * Fraser, MI 48026 
or visit our website: www.wrestlingrevue.com 
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WR "KICKS ARSE!” 

Wrestling Revue kicks arse! I’m 
^jones-in" for wrestling! I’m enclosing 
$20 for the 1979 book, “Main Event.” I got 
this book when it first came out but like 
an idiot, I sold it. 

I just bought my first issue of the 
“new” Wrestling Revue with the bleeding 
Sheik on the cover. I used to throw snow 
in my face and pretend it was the Sheik 
throwing fire! 

My mother says Abdullah the 
Butcher looks like he "caught his jigger 
in a vice..." — you know, the big spooky 
eyes and all. 

Isittrue that Harley Race was a truck 
driver? What's with those paisley trunks 
he wore the first time he won the NWA 
title in 1973. 

Nick Bockwinkel is an intellectual 
genius. 

James Cabral, Fall River, MA 


MORE SATISFIED READERS 
I heard about your new 
publication in Evan Ginzburg's "Then 
and Now.” (See ad in this issue). It sounds 
very exciting. 

I’m a long-time wrestling fan and 
sort of collector with many old Revues in 
my collection. Please also send any order 
information concerning back dates. I wish 
to collect all the issues that you publish. 

Michael Kudler, Parkland, PA 


Thanks for your letter and en- 
couragement. You'll find all the info you need 
regarding back issues in this issue of WR. 


Enclosed is my check for Wrestling 
Revue #142. I was a regular reader of 
Revue in the late ‘60s and early ‘70s. I’m 
excited to see it back to honor what I 
consider the "Golden Era" of wrestling! 

James Brown, San Jose, CA 


RACHEL DUBOIS 
I was lucky enough to meet Rachel 
Dubois in March, 2003 in conjunction 
for Greg Oliver's book signing. She is 
awesome! 
Idid see her wrestle a few times in the 


early 1970s. It's funny... I did not think of 
Rachel for many years until I saw a post 
about her on an internet message board in 
2001. I did a "Yahoo" search which led me 
to eBay and then your site and - boom - I 
was hooked by Rachel all over again! 

By coincidence, I meet Willie (Farkas) 
the Wolfman at a Toronto indy show, and 
who would have guessed that I would 
meet Rachel thirty years later. 

Good luck with Wrestling Revue! 

Michael Cannon, Mississauga, Ont. 


Just picked up the latest issue of 
Wrestling Revue. What a great magazine 
for fans of “old school" wrestling. I hope 
that you will print more stories on female 
wrestlers. The story on Rachel Dubois 
was great. I never had the pleasure of 
seeing her wrestle, but remember the 
many magazine articles about her. I hope 
you will feature more female wrestlers in 
future issues. 

Tony Delia, Aurora, CO 


We've had several nice comments on 
the story about Rachel and Conrad that 
appeared in WR #143. We hope to have a 
more in-depth feature on their Dad, Canadian 
Wildman Gene Dubois (Dave McKigney) in 
an upcoming issue. 


SHEIK 


I am writing to commend you for 
your issue on The Sheik. He regularly 
scared me and my friends at Cobo Hall 
in Detroit. We would go every card to 
see if somebody could beat him. One 
time, I snuck a peek through the curtain 
in the dressing room hallway — and saw 
him talking to Fred Curry! At the time, I 
couldn't believe what I was seeing with 
my own eyes. 

None of my friends believed it when 
I told them. Wrestling sure is different 
today. Thanks for the great magazine to 
bring back all the memories. 

Tom Breaux, Sterling Heights, MI 


Thanks for all your encouragement. We 
hope to continue to birng you the best! 


“WHEN 
WRESTLING 


WAS REAL” 
by 
Paul Vachon 


Review by 
Greg Oliver 


There may come a time when first-edition copies 
of Paul ‘The Butcher’ Vachon’s new autobiography, When 
Wrestling Was Real: Memories and True Stories “The Early Years”, 
are worth a fortune. Seeing how only 50 copies were made in 
the self-publishing venture, the books are very rare. There is 
good news, however. Vachon plans to print more copies, and 
is encouraged by the feedback he’s received so far. 

"Ive gotten lots of feedback. I haven't sold many 
books," Vachon said with a chuckle while on the road to the Pro 
Wrestling Hall of Fame induction ceremonies in Schenectady, 
NY. "The comments were terrific. I was especially pleased 
Mad Dog [Vachon] said he couldn't put it down. Red Bastien 
said the same thing. George Steele said he never reads more 
than four or five pages of any book that some of the boys have 
written, but he read this one in one sitting from cover to cover. 
He said it's well-written and it's not a kiss-and-tell.” 

Vachon has been peddling his 144-page book at fairs, 
flea markets and wrestling-related events like the Cauliflower 
Alley Club reunion for $20. It's also available on his web site 
www.butchervachonmagnetsplus.com, where he also sells 
therapeutic magnets. 

But what's inside the book? 

In short, it's personal retelling of his early life, amateur 
wrestling, and first few years in pro wrestling. It's written in an 
enjoyable, friendly style but by no means is it a polished, slick 
tome. There are a few black and white photos interspersed 
throughout the book. Much of what North American fans 
know of The Butcher—teaming with his brother Maurice, 
aka Mad Dog, and with his wrestling-created brother Stan, 
promoting in Montreal, working the early days of the 
expanding WWE, his daughter Luna—is not in this volume. 

Paul preaches patience. "There's lots more coming. I’m 
figuring the whole thing will be 1,000 pages before it’s over,” 
he said. “This one ended in 1962, ‘63, and I’m still in India and 
I've yet to make movies and have one of my sons born there. 
After that, there's a trip by boat to the Suez Canal, by Africa, 
Spain, France, England, and all the British Isles.... I figure the 
next book will cover maybe seven or eight years." After that, 
Vachon plans an edition with just the Grand Prix Wrestling 
years in Montreal, where he was the promoter along with 
his brother and Yvon Robert Jr. During Grand Prix's short 
existence, it probably had the greatest collection of talent ever 
assembled in a Canadian-based promotion. 

There are a few different reasons that Vachon decided 
to write out his life story. The plethora of wrestling-related 
biographies on bookshelves these days was one inspiration, 
as was Mad Dog's own French-language autobiography 
from 1988, Une Vie de Chien dans un Monde de Fous, written 
with with Louis Chantigny (Guerin litterature). But primarily, 
it was his love for telling stories. “Some people go into the 
wrestling because they think it will make them rich. Other 
people do it because they want the glory. I wanted to be in 
the wrestling business so it would support me in my travels, 
to meet people... after 35 years in the wrestling business, in 
and out, in different ways, promoter, wrestler, I’ve got all 
these things that I'd like to do over again. Of course, that's 
impossible. So the next best thing is to tell about it." 

Vachon found the whole process fairly easy to do, if 
time consuming. He has a good recall of events. "I surprised 
myself. I’m telling a story, and boom! it reminds me of other 
things to happened, sometimes altogether separated from 
that particular thing." He writes the text long-hand, usually 
sitting at a window, looking out at the world quietly going 
by. His wife, Dee, types it out. Friends Roy and Lisa Haynes, 
both involved in the Vermont indy wrestling scene over the 
years, helped get the work into the computer, and set the type 
properly to print. The first 50 copies were all printed at home. 
“It was a good learning process. We had just bought a printer 
and my wife spent 10 days printing 50 books. It was more 
expensive because of the ink. We have a Hewlett-Packard 
printer. It works good. It's got a fax machine, a scanner, and 
all that. But still, it takes so long. You figure 50 books at 180 
pages, that's a lot of pages," he said. 

Paul and Roy took the book around to different local 
printers for quotes, but in the end, figured it was cheaper to do 
it themselves. “I figured we could do it for a couple of dollars, 
but as it turned out, even doing it ourselves, buying the paper 
and everything, it cost us six dollars apiece,” Vachon said. The 
next edition may just go to a printer. 

Watch Butcher Vachon's web site, or email him at 
ButcherVachon@aol.com for details of subsequent printings. 
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“AND THAT'S THE) 
WAY IT WAS- 


E A. Friend 
The Epitome Of Wrestl 


NATURE BOY BUDDY ROGERS 


From time to time, I am asked 
who was my greatest inspiration 
in the wrestling business. Herman 
“Dutch” Rhode, a.k.a. Buddy “Nature 
Boy” Rogers, former U.S. Champ, 
former World’s Champ in more than 
one alliance, was the GREATEST man 
I ever knew. 

Buddy was responsible for 
some of the biggest gate records 
in the business. He packed arenas 
nationwide and left the audiences in 
awe. Fans loved to hate him and he 
loved them back with his own style of 
showmanship and wrestling ability. 

He gave me the raw tools , 
early on, to develop my career and 
personality both in and out of the 
ring. He left the fine-tuning up 
to me and looked after me in the 
early part of my career by booking 
me with different promotions all 
over the United States. I sometimes 
questioned, in my own mind, why he 
did what he did. He would have me 
crossing the entire U.S. in a 26 or 27 
day tour. 

I would sometimes just make the 
booking in the next town some 500 to 
600 miles away with just enough time 
to get my tights on and wrestle. Then, 
after the match, I would grab a quick 
meal and head off to another town, 
sometimes 12 to 18 hours away. It 
was a long and grueling, excruciating 
endeavor that lasted some four years . 
I spent many a night wondering why 
I had chosen this career over being 
an accountant that I had trained for. 
I am glad that I chose professional 
wrestling. 

From the dressing room area on 
the nights Buddy would wrestle, I 


would watch a MASTER in action as 
he met some of the greatest names in 
the business in some of the biggest 
arenas nationwide. He would pack 
in the crowds on a nightly basis 
and dazzle them with an array of 
wrestling moves that would leave 
most of the diehards open-mouthed. 
He was also a great man with the 
microphone. His command of the 
English language was unmatched 
by any other mat man. He could get 
a crowd stirred up by just saying 
things that were common knowledge 
that nobody else would say. 

Buddy Rogers taught me how 
to dress like a champion---how to 
eat like a gentleman---how to speak 
to a crowd and get their attention 


with a few words. He also taught me 
how the basic moves and holds in 
wrestling would help me to keep my 
job with the various promoters that I 
would work for. He was like a dad to 
me in every respect and I will always 
cherish those memories until I am 
called to that big ring in Heaven. 

A couple of facts that most 
people are unaware of---I was born 
on June 26, Buddy died on June 26- 
--My daughter is named Teri, and so 
was Buddy’s wife---My nickname 
growing up was Buddie---My real 
name and Buddy’s real name both 
have six letters in them---Can you 
imagine that???? Life is surely a small 
world that these coincidences took 
place. There must have been an omen 
that led us together so many years 
ago in Columbus, Ohio. 

We would train on the mat 
whenever possible at a local YMCA 
or gym. Buddy taught me pressure 
points that are used to break bones 
and make an opponent submit. He 
also taught me a maneuver called 
the Rolling Reverse Knee Lock, 
which won me many matches across 
the length and breadth of this great 
country. We would train on weights 
whenever possible, but, most of the 
time, we used NATURAL methods 
like Isometrics to gain strength. 
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Buddy taught me that the body is 
your temple of worship. Without 
a good body, you have nothing to 
protect yourself against the elements 
of time. 

Buddy once gave me a beautiful, 
multicolored jacket to wear into 
the ring. It had sequins on the cuffs 
and collar, the body was a beautiful 
navy blue, and the huge sleeves were 
white. For a while, I wrestled under 
the name Buddie Rowan, which 
made the initials BR on the jacket 
make sense. I even was allowed to 
use the figure four leg lock on special 
occasions. The only thing I didn't do 
was bleach my hair to a golden color. 
I chose to do mine in auburn red. 

That beautiful jacket was torn 
from my body in Omaha, Nebraska 
by the Dusek Brothers in an attack 
on me for words about them I had 
said on a TV interview. I guess they 
had no sense of humor when it came 
to bad mouthing them. I was very 
heartbroken at the loss of the jacket, 
as it meant a lot to me. 

Buddy and I tagged up in a 


— 


few special bouts in the New York 
area. He was a master of tag team 
strategy and getting things stirred up 
in the ring and with fans. We faced 
big Sailor Thomas and Dory Dixon 
once, and we had 12 people from the 
audience in the ring by the time five 
minutes had gone by. 

Years ago, fans would get so 
involved, it actually scared me. They 
would get physical to the point that I 
would back away from a hold to ease 
the tension that was being generated 
at ringside. Sometimes, the police 
could contain fans, and sometimes, 
we had a full-fledged riot started 
that ended up with us going in front 
of a commission to determine if our 
licenses would be continued. 

Buddy Rogers is a man who 
confronted a bully in a Florida eatery 
shortly before his passing. The guy 
was giving the waitress a pretty 
rough way to go and cussing her out. 
Buddy asked the guy to back off and 
give her a little respect; after all, she 
was a lady. The guy turned to Buddy 
and told him to get the heck away 


Buddy Rogers attacks Leaping Larry Chene who tries to enter the ring at Detroit’s Olympia Stadium. 


from him; after all, he said, “I didn’t 
want to hurt an OLD MAN.” With 
that, the guy grabbed Buddy and 
violently proceeded to knock him to 
the floor. 

Buddy side stepped him and 
grabbed the guy and threw him 
into the street through a plate glass 
window. When the police came, 
Buddy told them about what the guy 
had said to the waitress and how he 
tried to grab him. Buddy then told 
the police, "OLD !!! ... Hell, I’m only 
71!” They not only charged the guy 
with causing a disturbance, they also 
charged him for all the damage to the 
windows as well. 

Buddy is gone now, but his 
legacy and style will live on for many 
generations to come. Need a few 
examples that followed Buddy and 
his mannerism's ???? How about 
“Nature Boy" Ric Flair---How about 
Buddy “Nature Boy” Landell---Roger 
“Nature Boy” Kirby ... just to name a 
few. 

Rest in peace CHAMP---you 
deserve it. 
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I’ve written several times about 
how I got my start in the professional 
wrestling business working for 
Mankato promoter Harry Kamatchus 
back in the late 1950’s. How my 
publishing business started with the 
programs that I made for Harry’s 
cards. 

This time I want to write a little 
about Harry. He started promoting 
wrestling in Mankato back in the 
1930's. Before that he wrestled all over 
the country. On his early cards here in 
Mankato he often appeared on them 
himself. In fact I recall Harry getting 
in the ring at least once as a special 
referee for the main event which I 
believe was in 1959 when Harry was 
about 60 years old. 

For thirty years Harry booked 
most of the wrestlers on his cards 
through the Minneapolis Wrestling 


Larry Lewis (his Iowa pro- 
moter for many years) and 
Gust Karras. 


Howry and Gu 


by Norman Kietzer 


office run first by Joe Stecher, then 
later by Stecher and Wally Karbo 
who became a partner, and after Joe 
Stecher died Dennis Stecher took 
over his father’s half ownership. 
Dennis Stecher sold his 50% of the 
Minneapolis Booking office to Verne 
Gagne in (I think) 1960. 

It was after that I recall that 
we had our first promotion war in 
Mankato where Verne set up his 
own promotion in our city without 
Harry. Harry didn’t quit promoting 
however, so for several months in 
late 1960 we had two professional 
wrestling promotions going here. I 
believe Harry booked at least some 
of his wrestlers through Roy Welch 
at that time -- I remember wrestlers 
like Buddy Fuller, Chief Little Bear, 
Jesse James, White Feather, Jack Guy, 
and Killer Moran appearing on those 
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Gust Karras and Bill Kersent - longtime an- 
nouncer for Karras Wrestling Promotions. 


cards. 

After several months of this, 
the two sides got back together and 
Harry booked wrestlers from the 
Minneapolis office from then on. 

I’ve told how wrestlers appearing 
in Mankato would take copies of 
my programs with them and show 
them to other promoters. Other 
promoters would contact me and ask 
me to make programs for them and 
eventually I was doing programs for 
the entire A.W.A. 

The first promoter outside of the 
A.W.A. that I made programs for was 
Gust Karras for the cards he ran in 
Iowa with Larry Lewis being the local 
promoter. Gust Karras was based in 
Saint Joseph, Missouri and promoted 
wrestling throughout Missouri, 
Kansa, and Iowa. He also promoted 
country and western music shows 
and the Harlem Globetrotters among 
other things. Before he became a 
promoter he was also a top wrestler 
- in fact Gust won a National A.A.U. 
title in amateur wrestling in 1920. 
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Gust Karras, Marge (longtime worker in his office), and his wife, Goldie in 1973. 


Sam Muchnick, Pat O'Connor, and Gust 
Karras in a photo taken in 1965. 


LE 


Gust Karras and Norman Kietzer at ringside in Kansas 
City. 


Both Harry and Gust told me 
how for several years during the 
depression they worked full time 
for a circus that traveled around 
the United States. They both called 
it a circus and not a carnival as that 
apparently was considered a higher 
class occupation. What they would 
do during the circus was take on 
local challengers. Both were skilled 
at that type of professional wrestling 


2.0 


Bobby Bruns and Gust Karras at a card they promoted in Atchison, Kansas. They are 


flanked by longtime fans Gertie and Mertie Hite. 


which I believe no longer exists. 
Maybe some events at local tough 
man contest are something like that. 
Also, when each of them became 
pro wrestling promoters, it didn't 
hurt that they both were probably 
legitimately tougher than then most 
of the wrestlers they had working for 
them. 

But sometimes during those 
years no local challenger would step 
forward. What they did was this. 
When the circus came to town one of 
them would appear as the champion 
wrestler of the circus. while the 
other would mingle with the crowd 
appearing to be just a regular 
spectator If no other challenger 
appeared and Gust was in the ring as 
the champion, Harry would come out 
of the crowd and challenge Gust. 

They both told me how they 
probably wrestled each other over 
one hundred times during those years 
and learned to put on a very exciting 
match that pleased the crowd. This 
part of their -lob was similar in some 
ways to professional wrestling as it 
now exists. 

This wasj ust a little background 
information about two of the 
wrestling promoters who helped me 
get started in the business. 
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I first became a true fan of 
wrestling in 1971 when, as a young 
boy in my native Louisiana, my 
father would take me to see the local 
matches. Of course, I also loved the 
matches every Sunday morning on 
television. Promoter LeRoy McGuirk 
presented National Wrestling 
Alliance (NWA) cards throughout 
his promotional area, which included 
Louisiana. 


My favorite wrestler was a 
mysterious masked man named 
Doctor X. Sometime he wore a black 
mask, and other times he wore a 
white mask with a black face trim. To 
a small boy, that mask looked scary! 

I remember one time during a 
televised tag team match, Doctor 
X was teamed with Bruiser Bob 
Sweetan . I don’t remember who their 
opponents were, but X accidentally 
hit Sweetan, costing their team the 
match. Sweetan then turned on X, 
knocked the Doctor out of the ring, 
then ran X's head into the ring post. 
Blood poured from X's head wound 
asthe two men traded punches before 
other wrestlers separated them. This 
incident, of course, triggered a long, 
bloody and violent feud between 
Dr. X and Sweetan throughout the 
McGuirk territory. In most of their 
matches, Dr. X would give Sweetan a 
beating, but Sweetan would usually 
win the match by using a foreign 
object or receiving illegal help from 
one of his fellow villains. 


REMEMBERING DR. X 
hy Ju Amol 


Much earlier in his career 
Dr. X had wrestled in the AWA in 
Minnesota as 

Double X. (the tag team partner 
of Dick Beyer, who was the original 
Dr. X and the Destroyer To the 
best my knowledge, Double X 
then left the AWA, adn wrestled for 


promoter LeRoy McGuirk 
under his real name, without 
a mask. THen, in about 1978, he 
donned a mask again, using the 
name Dr. X. 

Dr. X made use of a loaded, boot 
which his opponents claimed he 
used to help him win matches. 
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In December 1970, Doctor X 
won the National Wrestling Alliance 
(NWA) World Junior Heavyweight 
Championship in Oklahoma City 
from Ramon Torres. He thus became 
the first masked wrestler to win an 
NWA World's Title. Ironically, this 
same title had once been held by 
Promoter McGuirk himself for eleven 
years. During his reign as the World 
Jr. Heavyweight Champion, Dr. X 
feuded with former champion Danny 
Hodge, who was trying to regain the 
belt. Hodge finally did win the title 
back with a victory over X on March 
20,1972 in Shreveport. 


DrX continued to compete 
for Promoter McGuirk for most. 
of 1973 and 1974 as a "good guy," 
feuding with men like Tank Morgan 
and George Huitz. During some of 
his bouts in late 1974, he actually 
removed his mask after his matches 
were over, and threw them to the 
crowds. I thought that. meant that 
the Doctor had decided to retire from 
wrestling. 

However, Dr.X reappeared in late 


1977, thriling his 
many fans. He and 
Pork Chop Cash then 
won the area United 
States Tag Team 
Championship from 
the Masked Medics 
in Shreveport. When 
manager Scandor 
Akbar signed Dr. X 
to a contract, Cash 
resisted. This led to 
a short but brutal 
feud between X 
and Cash, with the 
masked man finally 
winning both of 
the tag team belts 
by himself. X then 
picked The Brute 
(Buggsy McGraw) to 
be his new tag team 
co-champion, before 
losing the belts to 
Ray (Candy and 
Steven Little Bear. 


During this time, Dr. X also had 
one of the most violent matches that I 


have over seen, either in person of on 
televsion. It involved a brutal “taped 
fist” match between Doctor X and 
Dirty Dick Murdock in Shreveport. 
Murdock won that match after Dr. X 
suffered a massive head wound. This 
match was in 1978, and this writer 
has not yet seen any other match so 
brutal, not even Mick Foley's famed 
hard core matches in recent times. 


Shortly thereafter, Dr. X was 
unmasked several times by Ray 
Candy, and was then revealed by 
promoters as Jim “Red” Osbourne. 
Pictures of the unmasked Dr. X were 
actually shown in The Wrestling 
News at the time. 


WRESTLING REVUE #144 e July - September, 2003 * 11 


The dressing room doors at the 
beautiful air-conditioned Cobo Arena 
are once again open and the walls are 
ready to talk. Do you ever sit back, 
wishing you could experience all 
those wonderful wrestling times once 
again, see your favorites in action, 
feeling the smell of the popcorn and 
the roar of the crowd? This past 
April in Las Vegas, it was like one 
part fantasy camp, one part family 
reunion for wrestlers and fans at 
the Cauliflower Alley Club's annual 
event. 

To once again see and rekindle 
memories with wrestlers I once 
managed or took photographs of 
somewhere across the USA was 
awesome. There were others whom 
I have read about and collected their 
pictures and autographs but had 
never met or had ever seen them 
perform yet I was able to meet them 
for the first time. The many fans like 
myself who became such a huge part 
of the sport via writing, photography, 
collecting, or correspondence were 
also in attendance. Many life long 
friends who I shared countless 
memorable experiences with, we 
were all back together once again. We 
were all a bit older, a bit wiser, a bit 
slower, but this unique fraternity of 
the wrestling world was there to pay 
tribute to each other. 

Whether it was for an exciting 
match you may have remembered, or 
thataction photograph you had taken, 
that story you may have written, the 
fan club you might have ran, the odd 
treasures you had collected, or just 
that friend you had become, it was 
magical as it was emotional and I 
highly suggest any fan of old school 


wrestling who would like this same 
experience to mark your calendars 
and be in attendance at next years 
affair. With that said, let's get the 
stories rolling. 


BOBO BRAZIL: Without a 
doubt, he was the greatest wrestler 
of color ever to have stepped foot in 
the squared circle. At a young age 
I was a big fan of Bobo, during my 
managing career I had numerous 
encounters and many a highlight 
working with him. But somewhere 
in between, when I was a young fan 
attending matches around the Detroit 
area, taking photographs and writing 
stories for Wrestling Revue, there was 
one regrettable moment for us both 
that occurred. 

It was the Summer of 1970 and 
back then, the TV studio matches were 
being filmed every Sunday following 
a big Cobo show at Channel 62 in 
Walled Lake, MI. If you were lucky 
enough to have received a ticket to be 
part of the studio audience (almost 
everyone there was usually a regular 
attendee anyway) you stood in line 
outside waiting to take your place 
in the small studio once the doors 
opened. 

Once inside, a small ring was 
set up with bleacher seating rising 2 
levels on 3 sides of the ring. You were 
literally as close to the action as you 
can ever imagine being. You were 
encouraged to be vocal, yet you were 
expected to be on your best behavior. 
This was family TV don't forget. 

Two one hours shows would 
always be taped to promote the big 
Cobo Arena show over the next few 
weeks. But the biggest excitement 


was knowing firsthand what the 
matches were going to be for the next 
big show. I was perched top shelf 
right in one of the corners where guys 
would stand for their introduction, a 
great place for taking prize pictures. 
On this particular Sunday, I had a 
real squirrel in my girdle, a burr in 
my saddle so to speak. I was hopping 
mad and I wasn't going to take it 
anymore. I had something to say to 
someone and dammit, I wanted the 
whole world to hear what it was. 

The object of my ire was an 
incident that happened a mere 12 
hours prior, during the main event 
at the Cobo Arena. A sell-out crowd 
of 12,243 had just witnessed a 
phenomenal grudge match between 
The Sheik and Bobo Brazil with Lord 
Layton as special guest referee. At the 
time, my loyalty as a fan was reserved 
for The Sheik. 

Since I had started attending 
matches at Cobo Arena back in 1965, 
he had been the only champion to 
hold the United States Heavyweight 
title. He had taken on all comers, 
all the greats of the game, and after 
many great battles and some near 
misses, through all the cage matches, 
death matches, no DQ matches, you 
name it matches, he always emerged 
with title belt in hand. 

Over the years he had grown to 
be my hero, my champion. It was 6 
years and counting for his title reign 
and this night shouldn't be any 
different than any other previous. 
But when it came to the finish, Lord 
Layton gave an unbelievably fast 1- 
2-3 pin count in Bobo's favor and a 
new champion was crowned. I stood 
there in total numbness, I wanted 
every screaming cheering fan to stop 
their chanting as the dressing room 
emptied of the boys who climbed 
into the ring and put Bobo upon their 
shoulders, title belt in hand, as they 
paraded him around the ring as the 
new King of the Hill. 

“No, no, no" I cried to nobody in 
particular. A travesty of justice had 
just occurred and nobody but myself 
cared. It was a sad night for all Sheik 
fans but I took the weight of the 
world on my shoulders and vowed 
that Bobo and Layton were not going 
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to get away with this. 

Which brings us back to Channel 
62 studios the next day. I was seated 
and enjoying the matches yet I was 
burning up inside from the horrible 
tragedy that happened the previous 
evening. After a couple squash 
matches, and during a commercial 
break, the participants for the next 
match entered the ring. And with his 
entrance into the studio, the audience 
erupted into thunderous applause for 
the new people's champ. And where 
did he take up residence once in the 
ring? In my corner! As he stood in the 
ring, basking in all his new royalness, 
I don't know what came over me but 
it all came gushing out like lava from 
a volcano. Hot and nasty, my anger 
was being vented, and it was all in 
the direction of one Bobo Brazil. 

It went something like this: 
"Bobo, you know cheated to win that 
belt. You know it, everyone knows it. 


You don't deserve to be champion. 
You stand there like you performed 
some kind of miracle. But let me tell 
you something Bobo Brazil, YOU 
ARE A THIEF! YOU'RE A CROOK! 
You and Lord Layton stole that belt. 
You should be arrested. You deserve 
to be in jail you crook. You're a thief 
and you know it." 

As he stood there taking in my 
verbal abuse, I guess it came to the 
point where he had taken all he was 
to going to take, he had heard enough. 
He looked around for someone, 
anyone. He got out of the ring, and 
asked for someone to remove me 
from the studio. “Get him outta here" 
he ranted. "I don't need to take this 
crap." 

Thus, before the cameras had 
come back to filming and in front 
of the small yet astonished crowd 
gathered in the studio that day, I 
finally had my say but I had been 


Dave spoke up loudly for all Sheik fans by dissing Bobo Brazil at the Channel 62 TV tapings 
the day after Bobo won the U.S. strap from the Sheik... for his efforts, he was ejected from the 
studio! Here's Bobo in the corner - notice the fans watching Dave being tossed out! 


thrown out for my effort. 

Now standing outside, and with 
still a couple hours of filming to be 
done, I had nowhere to go as my 
friends who I driven there with me 
were still inside enjoying what we 
had all come for: wrestling. 

A number of the boys were 
outside, some smoking a cigarette, 
others enjoying the sunshine. I knew 
them all pretty well and they asked 
me what had happened. As I told 
them, they all broke out in laughter. 
They thought it was hilarious, me 
telling off the new people's champ. I 
later found out the boys really ribbed 
Bobo about it for quite a long time. 

Whenever ours paths crossed 
back then, I was always given the 
sort of stink eye from Bobo. Lord 
Layton mentioned to me that it 
was quite inappropriate and really 
uncalled for. I figured if the catcalls 
and abuses directed towards many of 
the top heels was standard practice, 
well, the baby-faces should learn to 
suck up a little constructive criticism 
themselves. It was all harmless, 
nobody got hurt except for maybe 
Bobo's ego and pride. 

Years later, during long road trips 
together and dressing room chats, 
Bobo and I would recall this event 
and have a good laugh about it. I 
regret that it happened but who was 
to know that it would make good 
copy years later. Bobo unfortunately 
passed away a few years ago, he 
was a good friend, a generous 
human being, and one of the best the 
wrestling world has ever known. 


ANDRE THE GIANT, PART 2: 
On the many road trips that Andre 
and myself shared together there 
was always one passion of his that 
was ever present after every show. 
And that was beer. The two of them 
went together like salt and pepper, 
peaches and cream, Michael Jackson 
and plastic surgery. He loved his 
beer. 

One particular evening after a 
show in Dayton, Ohio we stopped 
in a local tavern so Andre could get 
some beer to take with him on our 
long 4 hour ride back to Detroit. 
Bars in Ohio allowed that practice 
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and since no convenience store was 
open at that hour, the tavern served 
the purpose well. As we entered, the 
look on everyone faces was a sight to 
see, an all too familiar mouth gaping 
scene wherever Andre made an 
appearance. 

As he bellied up to the barkeep, 
he put in his request for a case of beer. 
“You want anything boss” he asked 
me. ‘No thanks’ since I didn't drink 
and I was driving to boot. With the 
24 pack tucked safely under his arm, 
it's was "Shows over folks, go back to 
what you were doing, the 7 foot tall 
and wide sideshow is outta here." 

Once on the road, traveling up I- 
75 through the heart of Ohio, we were 
talking and laughing, as his stories 
were so compelling, his life as a giant 
was one of financial success but you 


Andre the Giant and Rachel Dubois (photo by Gary "Mad Dog" Mancuso 


always sensed his personal sorrow of 
being lonely and not normal. I had 
always wondered how comfortable 
it was for him being so huge, more 
evident whenever we would stay at 
a hotel. 

There was never a bed big 
enough for Andre and I would watch 
repeatedly when we would room 
together how he would take the 
mattress and box-spring apart, line 
them up in a single row on the floor 
to fit his length, and sleep that way. 

Yet he never complained. 

Back on the road, just over two 
hours into our drive, there was 
something terribly wrong. With a 
little more than an hour to go in our 
drive, Andre was out of beer. All 24 
had found their way into his bladder, 
and he wanted more. 


some beer." I tried to explain to him 
that “it’s 1:30 in the morning, there 
are no places open to get beer at that 
time, and we are almost home." 

It was becoming hard to reason 
with a man who has a passion for 
beer, none more than when he's got a 
case already in his gullet, and nothing 
less than more is going to soothe the 
savage beast. I kept explaining, he 
kept complaining. 

Just then, along side of our car 
pulled up a large Stroh's Beer truck, 
not a mirage for the beer deprived 
one. To my utter amazement, Andre 
opened the passenger side door, and 
being flailing his limbs in the direction 
of the truck, signaling and yelling for 
the driver to pull over. What driver 
in his right mind looking out his 
window at the sight of a 7 foot giant 
acting like a fool on the highway in 
the middle of the night is going to 
pull his vehicle over? Andre kept on 
waving, the driver kept on going, and 
the rest of the way home, he sulked 
like a little child without his favorite 
toy. More Andre stories to come. 

THE SHEIK: This is just a short 
ditty, one The Sheik never knew 
about, and one I never divulged to 
him. One day, Killer Brooks and I 
were over to his house and there 
were two gas powered mini-bikes 
for us to clown around on. Brooks 
and I commandeered our respective 
bikes and set out for some reckless 
driving throughout the property. As 
we were zigging and zagging, cutting 
each other off, we turned a corner at 
the same time and with no safe clear 
path for either of us to take, we both 
found ourselves plowing through 
The Sheik’s long and manicured 
flower and vegetable gardens. "Oh 
my God!, were we in trouble now!" 
But nothing was ever mentioned, 
nothing ever admitted, so I suspect 
someone else took the rap for our 
devilish misfortune. 


SONNY KING: Always a fun 
guy to be around, always laughing 
and joking, Sonny was a very good 
worker yet he always felt his success 
was always being kept at bay by 
"The Man". He never could get that 
big break as a wrestler of color like 
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Sonny King 


Bobo Brazil had achieved. He found 
relative success down in the Carolina 
territory in the mid ‘70s working for 
Jim Crockett. 

It was at this time Sonny invited 
me down to Charlotte, NC to try to 
get a few "away from wrestling" 
ventures started up. We had an 
idea to open huge pinball arcades 
in many smaller towns throughout 
North Carolina for the entertainment 
deprived youth. This was prior to the 
huge Atari and Pong video craze that 
happened only a few years down the 
road. It didn't come to pass but our 
idea was ahead of it's time. 

He also wanted to promote his 
own wrestling shows but that was 
at a time when the George Cannon 
promotion came through to challenge 
the Crockett’s wrestling domain. 
Thus, it seemed like "The Man" 
found yet another way to keep Sonny 
down. 

While living together in Charlotte, 
Sonny and I flew to Boston. I, for the 
WFIA Convention, himself for a huge 
family reunion. After attending our 
respective events, Sonny decided to 
stay a few days longer as I flew back 
to Charlotte. 

Once back, I decided since Ihadn’t 


much of another plan to attend to, I'd 
give the house a thorough cleaning 
(like my mother was when I was a 
child, I grew up to become a obsessive 
neat freak) I dusted, cleaned the 
floors, emptied all the waste baskets, 
typical cleaning chores. A few days 
later, I happened to be playing tennis 
with a few neighborhood friends 
knowing Sonny was due home that 
day. 

To my surprise, I saw Sonny 
frantically running towards me on the 
court. “Did you throw out the trash 
in my bedroom?” he asked. “Yeah, a 
few days ago.” 

“Come on, they pick up trash 
tonight and we have to find it.” Find 
what, I couldn’t venture to guess. 

As we sifted through heaps and 
piles of smelly bags, we stumbled 
upon one of the bags I had thrown 
out a few days prior. Sonny ripped 
it open, and found a regular brown 
paper bag. Upon opening it to see if 
it’s contents were still there, I saw a 
huge sigh of relief come over him, 
and my eyes bulged out like Dolly 
Parton’s chest in Antarctica. He 
pulled out $20,000 in cold hard cash. 

This was the mid 1970s and that’s 
a lot of money for the times. But why 
did he put the money in a brown bag 
and throw it in the waste basket? 

It turned out that Sonny didn’t 
believe in banks. He always kept his 
money at home, never once putting 
it into any type of account. He then 
explained to me that whenever he 
went away, he put the money in the 
trash so if the house was ever broken 
into, thieves would never think of 
looking for money in the trash can. 
Smart thinking, maybe. I’ll take my 
chances with the bank. 

Boy, was I relieved, I couldn't 
imagine my fate had we not found the 
money. A lesson in life I will always 
remember, one man’s trash can be the 
same man's treasure. 


DETROIT REFEREES: At every 
Cobo Arena show, the Michigan 
Athletic Commission always supplied 
a bevy of able referees to officiate the 
matches. Names that come to mind 
are Bulldog Al Thomas, Johnny 
Rapez, Al Worshoski, and George 


Posniak. At smaller house shows, 
Frankie Diamond, Al Friend, and 
Tommy Young were the mainstays. 


THE GREAT KABUKI Rey 
Urbano came upon the Detroit 
wrestling scene in full make up and 
costume as The Great Kabuki in 1972. 
I remember him also appearing in 
Detroit back in 1967 as the manager of 
Tokyo Joe when he was aptly named 
Tokyo Tom. 

A quiet soft spoken gentleman, 
he was always fun to be around, an 
expert chef, yet the boys seemed to 
have a penchant for using him as the 
buttof their many ribs. This particular 
one did have an underlying method 
behind it's madness. 

It's quite often an unwritten rule 
that when you share a ride together 
for long road trips, it is customary to 
stay awake as to keep the driver alert 
and awake as well. Poor Kabuki must 
have been awfully sleep deprived 
because no sooner did the vehicle he 
was riding in begin to move, it was 
“let the snoring begin" time. Many 
guys thought it quite rude and it was 
time to teach him a lesson. 

Rey had a brand new big green 
Cadillac which was used for many 
trips. But he often didn’t like to drive, 
so someone else usually took the helm 
and Rey figured it was a great time to 
snatch a few z’s. Having worked out 
a scheme to break him of this habit, it 
was time to go into action. 

Fred Curry, Tony Marino, Rey and 
myself were on our way back from a 
show in Columbus, Ohio. Freddie 
was driving, Tony up front, myself in 
back next to “Sleeping Beauty.” While 
driving along, Rey in full snore, Tony 
and Fred rolled down their front 
windows, and at the precise moment, 
they put their arms outside the car 
and smacked their hands as hard as 
they could against the door. 

Just then, Fred started swerving 
the car all over the road before coming 
to a stop on the shoulder a ways up 
the road. Between the loud smacks 
on the side of the car which brought 
him out of a full slumber and then the 
side to side movement of the car, Rey 
was awake and we had his attention. 
“What happened?” he asked. 
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Gary Hart and The Great Kabuki 


Tony said, “Dammit Freddie, 


didn't you see that hitchhiker 
standing on the side of the road? You 
hit the poor guy!" 


“I didn't see him, what are we 
gonna do?" We started coming up 
with numerous scenarios of what 
could be done, but the question was, 
‘Is the guy still alive?’ This was Rey's 
car and if the guy was alive and read 
the license plate number, it was him 
that could be in trouble. 

At that point Freddie pulled out 
a gun from his bag, showed it to us 
all, and said "I've gotta go take care 
of this." With that, he jumped out of 
the car, walked back a few hundred 
yards, and a few seconds later, we 
heard a loud bang. A few moments 
later, Fred jumped back into the car, 


out of breath, and slammed it into 
drive as we hauled-ass up the dark 
and empty road. "I got him good, no 
way he's gonna sing." 

The three of us acted out the 
verbal part of the tragedy, one that 
actually didn't happen, but Rey had 
no idea, and he was definitely up for 
the duration of the ride. 

The next night at our show in 
Toledo, we had informed all the 
boys that our plan had worked to 
perfection, to keep things under 
their hats, because the four of us had 
sworn ourselves to secrecy about the 
incident, that leaking any part of it 
out to anyone else could only spell 
trouble down the road. Everything 
was working out great, nothing ever 
was seemingly mentioned, Kabuki 


wasn't falling asleep on us, end of 
story. Not so fast, we had one last rib 
up our sleeves. 

About a week later, all the boys 
were together in one big dressing 
room, and it was time to play our final 
card. Upon our arrival at the arena, 
we let a local police officer in on our 
rib and asked him if he would be 
willing to play along for us to finish 
the gag. He whole heartedly agreed 
and what a superb job he did. 

Just as the show was about to 
get under way, the said officer came 
into the dressing room and standing 
in the middle, declared "Is there 
someone here who owns the dark 
green Cadillac outside?" Rey spoke 
up, either thinking he was blocking 
something and needed to move his 
vehicle or he thought maybe someone 
hit it. "Yes sir, that's my car." 

^Well sir" the officer started 
to explain, "a few weeks ago a 
hitchhiker was hit on the side of the 
road near Columbus and before he 
passed away, he had written down 
this particular license number in the 
dirt on the side of the road. Can you 
come with me." 

At this point, the officer lifted 
Rey up from his seat, and began to 
put handcuffs on him, hands behind 
his back, leading him out the dressing 
room door, and started to read him his 
rights. We were all ready to break out 
into spontaneous laughter when we 
heard Rey start sobbing and singing 
like a canary. 

“It was Fred Curry, not me. He 
did it." As the officer was leading 
him down the hallway, he stopped 
and turned him around, bringing 
him back into the dressing room 
where Rey found us all splitting a 
gut in up roaring laughter. He finally 
caught on, it was all a rib, a nice long 
one at that. Yet, whenever we hit the 
road together from then on, he knew 
to keep one eye open at all times. 


That's about it for this session 
my friends. I look forward to your 
comments, suggestions, and any 
Detroit memories you may have to 
share. Until then, the dressing room 
is closed and Dave Drason has left 
the building. 
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PENSACOLA, FLORIDA HAS REASON 
toremember two earthshaking events: the great 
hurricane of 1926 and the night Fred Blassie 
defeated Farmer Powell. Both shook Pensacola 
to its foundations. Although the city now can 
protect itself fairly well against hurricanes, it 
still has no defense against Fred Blassie, and 
they're afraid he may come back. 

“I took a worse beating than Pensacola,” 
Fred says, as he parted his platinum blonde 
hair to reveal along jagged scar. ^Tore the scalp 
half off,” Blassie recalled, "lucky it wasn't the 
whole head. An iron chain is a terrible thing to 
get slugged with!" 

It was a mighty dramatic affair, because 
the U. S. Navy got into the act. “Td just licked 
Farmer Powell, a good wrestler who was well 
liked by the crowd. Naturally the fans got on 
me. They were unusually noisy that night, 
which made me mad. I must have yelled a few 
uncomplimentary things back at them." Fred 
looks blankly innocent when telling about it. 
“Well, the Navy planes were having a field day 
outside and they kept flying low, right over 
the auditorium-made a hell of a racket. Things 
reached a climax after I climbed out of the ring 
and headed for the dressing room. A bunch of 
fans rose up like a tidal wave and blocked the 
aisle. 

"| can take care of myself pretty well 
against knives, fists, bottles and such. But 
this one character surprised me. As I passed 
he raised his fist to slug me. I set myself to 


ward off the punch, as usual. But instead of 
swinging at my jaw, he brought his arm down, 
as though swinging a hammer. Out of his hand 
came a length of jack chain- and he could really 
swing!" Blassie rubs the top of his head. "He 
hit me twice and I thought I'd been beheaded. 
Then the guards rushed in and grabbed him. 
I made it to the dressing room under my own 
power, then I passed out cold. They put 18 
stitches in my head right there on that dressing 
room table." 

One Pensacola sports writer, who knows 
about such things, claims it was all the fault of 
those low flying airplanes. "There is a thing 
called noise fatigue," he says, "and then there 
is just the opposite-noise excitement. Certain 
noises can rile a mob and make them go 
berserk. Those shrieking jet planes, together 
with the normal excitement of the wrestling 
match, brought things to a head. Blassie's 
head!" 

It doesn’t always take low-flying airplanes 
to make people throw things at Fred Blassie, 
the Deep South’s answer to Nikita Khruschev. 
This barrel-chested 
six-footer weighing 230, has been knifed a total 


veteran wrestler, a 


of six times, and he can show all six scars; he 
has been crowned with multiple blunt objects, 
including a2 x 4 plank. Once a fairly decent sort 
of a guy, Blassie got sick of the adulation of the 
autograph hunters and found his personality 
suffering. He began getting a nervous stomach 
from smiling so much when he didn't really 
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feel like smiling at all. 

“A few years ago I started being myself,” 
he confessed. "For some reason it made the 
fans hate me. And I began hating them right 
back. It makes them happy, though and, 
frankly, it makes me and the president of my 
bank happy, too." 

Fred Blassie has been happy for several 
years now. And with good reason. Heis without 
a doubt the kingpin of wrestling in the Deep 
South. Probably no conversation involving 
wrestling or wrestlers, taking place between 
Atlanta and Paducah, ends without mention of 
Blassie's name. The wrestling business south 
of Virginia is unthinkable without him. 

A lot has been said about Fred Blassie. 
Some of it can't be published here, some can. 
They tell how he came roaring out of St. Louis, 
Missouri, considerably more than a dozen 
years ago, with the ambition to become the 
best-liked and best wrestler in the world, with 
a good stock of trade tricks to back him up, and 
proud of the fact that he and Lou Thesz had 
been taught by the same man, the great George 
Tragos. As a matter of fact, Blassie and Thesz, 
both of whom are Hungarians, grew up in 
the same neighborhood in St. Louis and have 
been close friends ever since. In Fred's opinion, 
Thesz is the greatest wrestler, not only of our 
day, but of all time. “Because he is accustomed 
to the modern style as well as the classical 
catch-as-catch-can, Lou would have beaten 
Gotch, Londos and Lewis," insists Blassie. 

A number of wild stories about Fred have, 
through the years, been dropped over the 
transom. Such as: Blassie was a four-letter man 
atSt. Louis University; he signed contracts with 
both the Chicago Bears and Green Bay Packers 
to play pro football after a monumental college 
career; he knocked down a Nazi bomber by 
flinging a wrench at it; he was a successful 
heavyweight boxer before entering the ring 
without gloves. 

The truth is amazing enough without 
going overboard. Fred would have been a 
successful fighter had not Jack Dempsey talked 
him out of it. He saw Fred half kill some guy in 
a Golden Gloves Tournament when Fred was 
only 16. "You've got a punch like a Missouri 
mule," said Dempsey, "only your arms are too 
short. The pros will murder you. You like to 
wrestle-so wrestle!" 

So Fred wrestled, with historic results, 
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although it does bother him somewhat, the fact 


that Rocky Marciano, with no more reach than 
he, went on to become heavyweight champion 
of the world. 

As for all that college jazz, Blassie laughs. 
“I don't know what dreamy-eyed publicity 
agent vomited that up, but the fact is, I was 
a butcher." Many people think he still is-only 
now he's traded animals for men! "Yes," Fred 
goes on, "I was a good high school football 
player, and I did get signs of interest from a 
couple of pro ball clubs-but only signs; there 
was never any actual signing." 

Among other nice things about Fred are 
these moments of truth that pop out during an 
interview. Too many public figures, whether 
wrestlers, boxers or quiz show winners, bow 
to the whims of publicity mongers and get 
their lives fouled up on paper. Obviously Fred 
Blassie wants to set the record straight. 

"The bigger attraction you are-well, the 
more stories people tell about you. I guess 
after a while some of the guys begin to believe 
the stuff. Maybe even I did myself at one 
time. But no more. As some guy once said, if 
you don't tell lies, you don't have so much to 
remember’. 

The truth - and Fred loves to remember it- 
is that he is the official and genuine Southern 
Heavyweight Champion. He earned the title 
legally and spectacularly when he nearly 
disemboweled Don McIntyre in Birmingham, 
Alabama. 

After the match, McIntrye rasped to 
reporters, “It was a fluke. I didn't think he was 
that tough, so I coasted too much. I'm getting 
another amtch in 60 days — and I promise to 
anniliate him!" 

So the two had their return match and 
guess what - McIntyre was again annihilated 
by Blassie. After the match, asked if it was a 
fluke, McIntyre moaned, "This damn Blassie is 
a fluke, that's what — he’s inhuman! He's the 
toughest man I ever met!” 

Not only is Fred an excellent scientific 
wrestler,he’s an inventive one. His surfboard 
hold and reverse spinning neckbreaker are 
enough to flatten any wrestler in the world. A 
real punisher with fantastic speed, he begins 
at a fast pace and keeps getting faster as the 
bout progresses. He has stepped up the pace of 


Ningoin of dne Soll] Soman 


southern wrestling. 

At one time he was quite the Beau 
Brummel. One early headline read, “Blassie 
Brings Sex to Wrestling.” The inept headline 
writer meant that Fred attracted the female 
fans to his matches in droves. He has looks and 
personality, no doubt about it, and both are still 
there when he wants to pour on the charm. It 
is rumored that many a dame at ringside has 
been on the verge of a nervous breakdown-not 
knowing whether to love Fred or hate him. 

For the loving types, Blassie wants it 
known that he is happily married and the 
father of three assorted huskies who take up 
all his spare time. But, he admits, “Let’s face it 
- I'm human, and I still like the fan letters and 
the autograph hounds. So long as they don't 
climb all over me!" 

Many a wrestling promoter cringes every 
time he goes to a movie. He recalls that Fred 
Blassie nearly became a full-time movie actor. 
"Yeah," says Fred, "I like acting. If I'd liked 
wrestling just a little bit less, I'd have stayed 
in Hollywood. I've been in pictures with 
Kirk Douglas, Victor Mature, Marilyn 


Monroe -you heard me! - Burt Lancaster b... 


and a bunch of others. In "Demetrius 
and the Gladiator’ I was the guy 
with the biggest muscles and the 
smallest part. But it was fun." 

It's been fun wrestling, too, but 
not all the time. 

Aside from the fan-inflicted 
Fred has 
assortmentof woundssuchasfractures 


injuries, suffered an 
of both elbows (real painful, that!), 
six broken ribs, nose broken 
three 
snapped, right knee fractured 


seven limes, fingers 
and ears drained 23 times to 
prevent cauliflowering. The 
countless times when bones 
were almost broken, the 
bruises, contusions and 
unstitched lacerations, 
Blassie doesn't count. 
“If you worry about 
them they'll become a 
fixation and you won't 
feel free in the ring. I 


get them patched up 


and forget it." This is the attitude of successful 
wrestlers. It has to be. 

Another attitude ofall successful wrestlers 
is a burning ambition to be heavyweight 
champion of the world. Well, not all. Fred 
Blassie would like to be world champion, but 
he’s not on fire about it. “Hell, I've gone farther 
than most guys in this business," he shrugs. 
“If I can List keep going at this level, I'll have 
made a few people happy - including my wife 
and kids-and I'll have gotten a big charge out 
of life. What more could I ask for?" 

Not much, to our way of thinking. What 
with his real estate holdings in Los Angeles, 
St. Louis, and Atlanta; his reputation as a 
wrestler, the respect he has earned among his 
fellow wrestlers; the knowledge that he has 
set all-time attendance records in Paducah, 
Mobile, Nashville Knoxville and Atlanta; plus 
the satisfaction of knowing that he can, at any 
time, retire a healthy, wealthy, fairly youthful 
man. What more can Fred Blassie or anyone 

else, ask for? 
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FREDDIE BLASSIE 


FOND MEMORIES OF 
A MASTER MATMAN 


June 2, 2003, hit me like a by Jeff Walton ^Whoa Nellie" Lane. 


bombshell. The classiest of men I called my best buddy, Terry 


FREDDY BLASSIE drew his last Brodt and told him we had to get 
breath and passed away at 5:37 p.m. down to the Olympic Auditorium 
PST after spending two weeks in in downtown L.A. that following 
the hospital in upstate New York. v Wednesday and see this blond bag of 


wind get defeated by The huge Zebra 
Kid. The following Wednesday we got 
to the old Olympic Auditorium with 
its musty smells and smoke watching 
Freddie Blassie being thrown around 
the ring like a doll. Blassie was 
begging for mercy and rightfully so. 
Trouble was when The Zebra Kid 
looked up, Fred hit him with a very 


The bad news aired live on the West 
Coast and the news spread very 
quickly thanks to WWE TV. The first 
call I received was from my son Scott S 
and right after that I received a call 
from who else, but Freddie’s arch 
enemy in life, “The Golden Greek", 
John Tolos. I could tell Tolos was very 
upset as he remarked “we lost a great 
one tonight". I agreed and hung up low blow and down he went like a 
before the tears began to flow. sack of potatoes. Blassie came 
Looking back I began to z to life picking The Zebra 
think of the times I de Kid up and using a hold 
spent with Fred and f he called “Southern 
how he changed Spinning Neck 


L 
Ww 

E G Y 
V 


my life..... breaker", and 

It wasin 1-2-3, The 
1960 when — Zebra 
I first Kid was 
caught beaten 
the most a n d 
evil of Blassie 
men on stood 
TV. He triumphant 


was never 
at a loss for 
words and on 
this night ranted 
and raved on what 
he was going to 

do to The Zebra Kid 
next Wednesday at the 
Olympic. I couldn't take 
my eyes off the TV. All I wanted 
to do was see someone shut this 
blond loud mouth up. Beads of 
sweat poured down his face as he 
proclaimed that he would un-mask 
The Zebra Kid or leave Los Angeles 
to the wild eyed announcer, Dick 


unmasking 
The Kid and 
then announcer 
Jimmy Lennon 
announcing “The 
Zebra Kid is George 
Bollas". It was all over 
and once again sneaky rat 
Blassie could brag of his win 
again on TV. I was hooked. Pro- 
wrestling was now in my blood 
thanks to this blond barbarian. 

So it was that Blassie went on 
to meet and beat such mat legends 
as Mr. Moto, Lou Thesz, Primo 
Carnera, Sandor Szabo, Hay-stacks 
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Early posed publicity photo of Fred Blassie. 


Muldoon, Ramon Torres, Cowboy 
Dick Hutton,Sam Steamboat, Ricki 
Starr, Reggie Parks, Argentine Rocca, 
Buddy Austin, and many others. 
Then on July 12, 1961 at the L.A. 
Sports Arena before a sell-out crowd 
Blassie went for all the marbles and 
finally earned a Worldwide Wrestling 
Association (W.W.A.) Heavyweight 
Title shot against then champion, 
France’s Edouard Carpentier. 
Carpentier looked like the perfect 
match for Blassie and was about to 
win when a bad back flip injured 
Carpentier’s ankle and as he could 
not continue, the match and title was 
awarded to Blassie. 

Now that he was World Champ, 
nothing could stop this bragging bully 
until the night of Wednesday, March 
2, 1962 when he was challenged by 
Japan’s Rikidozan. Blassie lost the 
only fall in a 2 out of 3 fall match with 
an expired time limit. The belt was 
handed to Rikidozan by then referee 
Johnny “Red Shoes” Dugan. Blassie 
was furious, the fans were delighted, 
I among them and Fred vowed to get 
the title back no matter what. Blassie 
left to hunt Rikidozan down in Japan. 
And then it happened...... 


When Fred left the area I actually 
missed him. Nobody could talk like 
him. Nobody could excite a crowd 
like him. Nobody could peak my 
interest in wrestling like Freddie 
Blassie. 

Itwasabouttwo months later that 
a wrestler by the name of Jack Blassie 
came into the territory. He bragged 
he was Fred's brother. He was a pale 
comparison to the one and only "king 
of men" as he was later to be called. 
Lo and behold Fred came back to 
L.A. with the WWA Title in hand no 
less and when told his brother was 
in the area he yelled “@#%&* I don't 
have a brother and this imposter 
is gonna get the beating of his life." 
So it was on June 1, 1962 that Blassie 
met Blassie in San Diego. Of course 
Fred soundly beat the imposter who 
turned out to be southern wrestling 
star, Al Green. 


Blassie vs. Bruno Sammartino, MSG, NY 


On a Wednesday night Blassie 
said he was going to defend his title 
in St. Louis mentioning the flight 
number and airline TWA. I wanted to 
meet this guy and tell him how much 
I enjoyed watching him wrestle now. 
So my buddy Terry and myself went 
to the airport. Terry spotted Blassie 
walking down the ramp way and asI 
spotted him my legs began to quiver 


andI was aboutto turn and run when 
my bolder buddy went up to Blassie 
and introduced himself yelling me to 
come over. Fred's stern look turned 
into the most amazing smile and he 
stuck out his hand and told us how 
nice it was for us to see him off. It was 
a moment I'll never forget. 

It was then that the Worldwide 
Freddie Blassie Fan Club was born. I 
sold memberships and began writing 
the bi-monthly newsletter which I 
sent out to members, copies of which 
I still have. Terry and I supported 
Blassie through thick and thin. 
On June 20, 1962 The Sensational 
Intelligent Destroyer after months of 
campaigning got his title shot against 
Fred and Blassie lost to the excellent 
and also sneaky mat work of "Big 
D". 

Fred went on the road again until 
May 10, 1963 when he returned to 
defeat and unmask The Destroyer 
and win the WWA title back. It was 
a joyous night. Once again Blassie 
defended against the best of the 
time - Edouard Carpentier again, 
Giant Baba, Dick The Bruiser, Bruno 
Sammartino and others. He traveled 
East and to the South for spot shows. 

It was 1965 when he became ill 
and there was blood in his urine. In 
Hawaii he was hospitalized and it 
was necessary to remove one kidney. 
Doctors told him his career was 
over The Hawaiian newspapers 
proclaimed his mat career over, but 


Blassie tells Ray Morgan just why he's the 
best. 
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he refused that decision. He went 
back to his native Atlanta, Georgia 
and while there worked for a local 
Chrysler dealership. 

All during this time I stuck by 
Blassie and continued to send him 
the newsletter which he greatly 
appreciated. His letters to me were 
grateful for my continued support 
and belief that he would someday 
return to the mat game. Then in 1967 
I received a letter that made me jump 
for joy. 

Blassie was coming back. He was 
in the gym and getting his strength 
back. And what a birthday gift I was 
about to receive. On Friday, August 
11, 1967 Fred would return to L.A. to 
referee a match between Iron Mike 
DiBiase and Mark Lewin. I met him 
at the airport on Wednesday, Aug 
9. When he got off the plane there 
must have been over 100 fans there 
to greet him. I was lost in the crowd 
and I finally made my way up near 
him. "Fred", I yelled. "It's me, Jeff". 
He stopped, dropped his bag and 
hugged me again and again. Then he 
presented me with a beautiful pair of 
cuff links which I still have. 

He told me several times 
throughout the years that it was my 
continued support in keeping the 
Blassie name alive that got him back 
in the business. True or not it made 
my life. Fred's first match back was 
on August 12in San Bernardino when 
he defeated young Nick Bockwinkle 
with his patented neck breaker in 
20 seconds. Fred was most definely 
back. 

It was in March of 1969 that 
I started (for free) to write the 
wrestling programs for the Olympic 
Auditorium thanks to former 
publicist and newspaper writer Jack 
Disney who was about to leave the 
Olympic. One day I received a call 
from Mike LeBell who asked me to 
come down and talk to him. He liked 
my work and offered me a job as 
wrestling publicist for The Olympic. 
How many 23 year olds are offered a 
job doing what they love to do, which 
is write about wrestlers. 

Little did I know that Freddy 
was also behind my getting the job 
as I was an “outsider” coming into a 


very secretive business. Blassie was 
part booker in those days along with 
Mr. Moto, Jules Strongbow and Mike 
LeBell. I sat quietly in the meetings 
soaking up all I could and listening 
to Fred and his ring psychology. 

As the years went by I became an 
announcer both in the ring and on TV. 
I helped produce the weekly KCOP 
TV shows broadcast live from the 
studio. After promoter Pinky George 
left the area I, along with Mike LeBell 
took over promoting wrestling in 
El Monte, California. It was a dead 
wrestling town very close to the 
Olympic. I worked hard to build up 
that little club and with the help of 


a big big match with Tolos. Mike 
Lebell was way ahead of his time 
in many ways and was very clever 
in creating promotional gimmicks. 
To this day I believe Mike is very 
underrated in what he accomplished 
inthe wrestling business during those 
"Golden Years". 

The L.A. Coliseum wrestling 
show was set for August 27, 1971 and 
planned out at least a year before. 
Everything had to be right. From the 
publicity and promotion to the card 
itself, and it was. Tolos blinded a now 
popular Blassie on TV by throwing 
monsel's powder into his eyes after 
Blassie was given the Barr Clothing 


During his hiatus from the ring, Blassie sold cars..."Buy this car or I'll wring your pencil- 
neck!” 


a guy name Blassie, we made it a 
huge success until the property was 
purchased in 1974 by the government 
and we were forced to close. 

In 1970, The “Golden Greek” 
John Tolos came upon the scene. 
He could talk too. In our territory a 
good talker was worth his weight 
in gold. He had just lost the United 
National Title, but was hot on the 
mike and sold tickets. Both Blassie 
& Mike LeBell saw the potential of 


Award two months earlier. Fred was 
hospitalized, but three weeks before 
the giant card Blassie came back 
swinging a chain at the end of every 
Tolos match, but never getting at or 
touching Tolos. This went on at all 
the clubs. The fans were at a fever 
pitch to see Blassie get REVENGE 
against Tolos. And revenge is what 
Fred got on August 27" before 25,847 
screaming mat fans at the outdoor 
event at the Coliseum. It was a record 
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Blassie loved the Santa Monica beach, and was often a center of attraction 


Blassie's legendary bloodbaths against the likes of the Grahams 


there. Seen here (Right to left): Tim Rusk, Jeff Walton, Blassie, Bobbie Thomp- drew national attention - made him a known star wherever he 


son, Vaughn Vartanian, greg Jackson Jr. and two unknown fans. 


gate of $148,158.50 that still holds 
today in the California record books. 
I still have the original poster from 
the card. 

More Blassie vs. Tolos matches 
followed, some in a cage, one with a 
snake and even a dog collar match. 
AII were exciting and both Tolos and 
Blassie gave it their all. 

Matches with The Sheik and 
Blassie were thrilling as well. And 
while Fred's new hero persona was 
still drawing fans he realized that his 
days on the mat were coming to an 
end and that the bigger money was 
on the East Coast. 

Fred would return to L.A. 
several times to “hotshot” a card 
while working for Vince McMahon 
Sr. He was wonderful enough to 
come to my home for my young son 
Scott’s birthday dinner. Scott still 
remembers every minute of his tenth 
birthday with Blassie and I remember 
the wonderful gesture of this world 
known athlete. 

Over the years I would call Fred 
when I knew it was snowing on the 
East Coast and tell him that out here 
in California everybody was at the 
beach and the sun was so bright. Fred 
would curse and say “wait till I get 
there”. He loved the beach and the 
L.A. weather. He was always tan and 
fit. 

When in 1985 I decided to go to 
the South and become a heel manager 
by the name of Tux Newman I 


went. 


consulted Fred. He told me it would 
be a hard life and tried to talk me out 
of it. It was a hard life, but one I loved 
because I could imitate my hero on 
the mike. I was a good heel, just ask 
Jerry Lawler or Jerry Jarrett. 

Three years ago a bunch of old 
fans and myself set up a meeting 
with Fred during a Wrestlemania 
event in Anaheim, California. We sat 
down to have lunch and talk about 
the “good old” days. Fred was not in 
great shape and walking was difficult 
for him, but he still had that gleam of 
nasty in his eyes. His beautiful wife 
Miyako kept a watchful eye on him 
and as usual watched his every move. 
At times he would need a wheel chair 
to get around. Blassie’s mind was 
sharpe and the conversation made us 
all laugh. When a cute waitress came 
by that Blassie twinkle could be seen 
by all. 

Over the last few years Art 
Williams, a former referee and I 
would call and wish Fred a happy 
birthday or call to see how he was 
doing. Everytime he would say how 
grateful he was to us for our loyalty 
over the years and how grateful he 
was to Vince McMahon Junior for 
keeping him active in the business 
through thick and thin. 

It was in January of this year that 
I guest hosted on Mike Lano’s CRN 
WRESTLETALK radio show with 
my still wrestling fan son Scott. On 
February 8" of this year Fred hit his 


85^ birthday and I was extremely 
proud tohavehimonWRESTLETALK 
for the full two hours telling about 
his life, his wrestling feuds and his 
autobiography “Listen You Pencil 
Neck Geeks” which he lived to see 
in print. It was probably the last 
interview he ever gave. When the 
book came out this past May I called 
him to tell him how wonderful I 
thought it was. His reply was that it 
wouldn’t have been possible without 
me over the years. I know that wasn’t 
true, nice to hear, but not true. 

There could never be another 
Freddie Blassie, the most hated/ 
loved / admired/ feared wrestler who 
ever put on a pair of tights. If you 
remember this wrestling legend you'll 
understand exactly what I mean. He 
shaped my career and motivated me 
to be a better person because after all 
I'm just a "Pencil Neck Geek." Rest- 
In-Peace my very very good friend. 
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I don't need anybody writing about me, because there is no writer on this 
green earth that can write the story the right way, so I will do the thing myself. 
I am the only one who really knows what Freddie Blassie can do in the ring, I 
am the only one that can tell the story the way it should be told. 

Listen, I am issuing a warning to Bobo Brazil, Dory Funk Jr., The Sheik or 
anybody else that plans on entering the Tournament of Champions. Tournament 
of Champions . . . ha! ha! ha!, that's a big laugh, now that I'm entered they 
should change the name to Tournament of the Champion - Freddie Blassie. I 
am the only true champion that will be entered in that little tournament. 

Why, just the other day some nosey newspaper man had the nerve to ask the 
Great Freddie Blassie if he was going to put up the $5,000 to enter the big deal 
in Detroit. I laughed in his face. $5,000 means nothing to the diamond ring and 
Cadillac man, I've lit my cigars with $50.00 dollar bills before and thought 
nothing of it whatsoever. That is a mere drop in the bucket to me; money is no 
object when you are as wealthy and successful as I have been in professional 
wrestling. Why I have held every major title that there is in this profession, and 
I should be holding every one of them right now, except none of these so-called 
big tough champions want a match with me. 

You know why? They're afraid of me, that's what. They no more wanna' 
climb into the ring with the Great Freddie Blassie than they wanna' wrestle a 
boa constrictor. But l've got news for you Funk, and you Brazil, and you too 
Layton, if you aren't too old to enter. That's right, I’m talkin’ to you, Layton, 
you oughta' retire and run your fish and chip joints and leave the wrestling to 
use wrestlers. 

I'm warning all of you ... Blassie has put up his money and he's comin' into 
Detroit, so watch out for me, 'cause I'm gonna' win not only the money, but the 
U.S. belt and the world heavyweight belt. 

I can see me now . . . spending that $100,000 dollars on fine women, and 
champagne, and fine clothes. I have so much money in the bank, that when I 
win that $100,000, I might just throw a big party and spend it all in one night. 
Who knows, I might just rent a big suite in the Sheraton-Cadillac and throw 
the money out the window. 


From "ARENA" Vol. 2, #11, Fall, 1971 


Mascaras Wins Over Blassie 


Both Mil Mascaras and Freddie Blassie received outstanding ova- 
tions when their names were announced, but it was Mascaras who 
received the cheers during the match because of Fred's animal- 
istic tendencies towards biting and choking. 

Blassie wasted little time in going after Mascaras' forehead 
with his molars, and he had Mil in trouble several times in all 
four corners of the ring. 

It was like seeing "The Blassie of Old" as the Blodm Bomber 
didn't let off of Mascaras for one moment. Finally, the masked 
man came to life and unleased a sries of dropkicks to stun 
Blassie. 

Blassie was on the run when Mascaras accidentally ran into the 
referee, whose back was turned. Blassie, being a gentleman, 
asked the ref if he was allright, and helped him up. The ref- 
eree misread his intentions and thought it was Blassie who ran 
into him, and disqualified him! 

Mascaras was given the bout at 12:14 in one of the worst cases 
of officiating ever. 


^l WILL WIN THAT 
TOURNMENT"... 


boasts 


FREDDIE 
BLASSIE 


from "Body Press" 
Detroit, late summer 1971 
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The Controversial Dr. X 


(from NWA Championship Wrestling #91) 


The most controversial single 
matman in all professional wrestling 
has to be the infamous Doctor “X”, 
the masked grappler who once held 
the World’s Junior Heavyweight 
Championship. In fact, he is the only 
masked man in the history of the 
sport to hold the coveted junior title. 

Doctor “X” is a wrestler with 
little regard for his fellow grapplers. 
He is so brutal that he has come close 
to suspensions numerous times and 
may well do exactly that again. 

But, at the moment, Doctor “X” is 
wrestling. Well, at least he is allegedly 
wrestling. From what we have seen 
of him in the ring recently we would 
have to say that he is more of a bar 
room brawler than a wrestler. 

It’s not just the illegal weapons 
that he is alleged to hide in his 
mask and shoe. Those have yet to be 
discovered sow we can’t really say 


that he has been caught using them. 

But we have seen him use some 
of the most brutal tactics in the ring. 
He will kick and stomp on a fallen 
foe. He will continue to dish out 
punishment when he has a man 
beaten and set up for an easy pin. He 
never breaks cleanly on the ropes. He 
often doubles up his hand into a fist 
and slugs his opponent. 

The rules of professional 
wrestling are relaxed and only the 
most serious violations lead to 
disqualifications. But, Doctor "X" is 
one wrestler who is always on the 
verge of disqualification, and for that 
reason we feel that he is one grappler 
who bends the rules too far. 

Our only hope, and that is shared 
by thousands of wrestling fans 
everywhere, is that one of these days 
Doctor "X" will meet a man who 
will retaliate and give him like for 


Wrestling Program 
TAG MATCH 
Rocky Valentine 


like and then some. If and when that 
happens, no one will feel sorry for the 
masked man because he deserves all 
the punishment that he may receive. 


Saturday Dec. 31, 1955 


2.3 FALLS — | HOUR 
John Tolos 


and Prince Miavia vs. and Tom Rice 
WON BY. Lucetius Set TIME z WE 
SEMI-FINAL 2-3 FALLS — 45 MINUTES 
Tony Martin vs. Joe Blanchard 
WON BY ~... TTE ME: TIME 
SPECIAL ATTRACTION — TROPHY MATCH | FALL — 20 MINUES 
Ralph Granillo vs. Enrique Romero 
WON BY PEPTIDE NE TIME — 
OPENER | FALL — 30 MINUTES 
Ted Christy vs. Juan Hernandez 
NON HY Lectt ln Eua pact TIME 


Wrestling has long been known as the international sport, with its members coming from all four corners of the globe and including almost 
every nationality and creed. 

Offhand, it's hard for one to remember a matster from the South Seas - there have been many great Hawaiian and Oriental men in the game, 
but few if any, real honest to goodness island bone-benders. 

Now comes on the scene his royal highness - Prince Bighead MiaVia - a massive hunk of muscle from the island of Samoa. Only 28-years 
old, the Prince has a bright future ahead in the business. 

Standing 6 ft., 1 inch and weighing 232 pounds, MiaVia makes an imposing figure in the ring. 

His career actually started as a youth when all the yearlings learned the rough and tumble style of wrestling. Besides being raised in the 
water (all Samoans are expert swimmers), he received a rugged education on the beach. 

After serving the Fourth Marine Division as a scout in the Solomon Islands, the Prince met up with one Cocoanut Willie, a sharp lad when 
it comes to mat talent. Willie urged the husky Samoan to take a try at the muscle-twisting trade. 

After a few matches in Honolulu, Cocoanut Willie and the Prince heard about the big money to be made in California, so on they went. 

Besides being a better than average grappler, MiaVia puts on quite a show before he swings into action. His Samoan Knife Dance is 
something to see. When he ends up the winner, he goes into a victory dance. 

His favorite hold is an original one - the cocoanut leaf shaker. The royal title stems from the fact that his father is a full-fledged chief in 
Samoa. 
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Los Angeles was a major league 
wrestling center during much of the 
1960s and well into the 1970s. Under 
the auspices of Mike Lebell, the 
promotion received national attention 
with just about every big name in 
the sport passing through the ropes 
of the famed Olympic Auditorium 
at one time or another. Mike Lebell 
stopped promoting at the Olympic 
Auditorium in 1988, but there is no 
question that those who attended the 
exciting cards at the famed arena will 
never forget them. 


Promoter Mike Lebell has never 
givenan "inside look" atthe wrestling 
business. Being one of the defenders 
of "old school" wrestling — Mike has 
remained a steadfast proponent of 
the "golden age" of the sport. Thus, it 
was quite a surprise that he agreed to 


let Wrestling Revue readers basically 
ask him any question. We are pleased 
to state that he did not step aside to 
even the "sticky" topics as some in 
his position might prefer to do. 


Here, then, are the questions 
submitted by our readers, and the 
answers, given by one of the stalwart 
wrestling promoters in the United 
States. 


How did you get started in the 
wrestling business? 

Graduating from college, my 
choice was being an optometrist or 
promoting wrestling. Of course, I 
chose wrestling, and am glad I did! 
Oh, there were many times I second- 
guessed myself along the way and 
wondered why I settled on such an 
unpredictable business, but overall, 


MIKE LEBELL 


(Duestions 


I wouldn't have done it any other 
way. 


What do you consider the best or 
biggest match you ever promoted? 

This answer might surprise many 
of the so-called "experts" who point 
to the L.A. Coliseum card. I think the 
Black Gordman vs. Mil Mascaras was 
it. This match took us five months to 
prepare and sell. Gordman defeated 
Mascaras to begin the program. We 
then announced Hair vs. Mask and 
sold out the Olympic Auditorium in 
two days, and sold out five closed- 
circuit theaters. 


What is probably the most 
unusual thing that happened in 
your history as promoter? 

Bobo Brazil was defending his 
World's Title against Ernie Ladd. 
We heard on the radio that the Watts 
riot had started and the people were 
burning everything. We called a 
time-out, and ring announcer Jimmy 
Lennon told the fans in attendance 
what was happening. Not one single 
fan left the Olympic. 


Whatever happened to one of 
my favorites, Count Billy Varga? 

The "Count" is still around. He 
used to do bit parts in the movies and 
is now retired. He left the mat game 
with the American Heavyweight Title 
which he still has. He wrestled some 
great names, always saving his belt. 
Sandor Szabo, Cowboy Dick Hutton 
and Mr. Moto gave him close calls. 
He was my star attraction at my first 
arena, the "Pasadena Arena." 


Was John Tolos as wild as he 
seemed to be? 

Tolos could be hard to handle. 
He's mellowed as the years have gone 
by, but he was a real tough customer. 
Ilike John very much. He could draw 
a crowd and he could talk. John was 
a wrestler who could get himself 
over. At one time, he was billed as 
“Maniac Tolos.” He even shaved his 
head and wore a mask. Getting Tolos 
over was easy and Tolos getting his 
opponent over was even easier. He 
was a tremendous star for us. 
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Mascaras vs. Gordman's "Mask vs. Hair" 
match was five months in the making and a 
huge success for the Olympic Auditorium 
promotion. 


Was Jeff Walton your partner? 

Jeff was more than a partner. 
We would throw ideas back and 
forth. He would do the announcing, 
the programs, call the matches on 
television, and promoted many, many 
clubs in California. 


In your opinion, who were the 
best wrestlers that drew money? 

In short order: Black Gordman 
and The Great Goliath, the midgets 
always drew, the Fabulous Moolah, 
Mil Mascaras, Bobo Brazil, and of 
course, Andre the Giant. 


Who were the best and worst 
wrestlers to work with? 

Ed “Strangler” Lewis, Andre 
Rousimoff (the Giant), Mil Mascaras, 
Bobo Brazil, The Sheik and Mildred 
Burke come right to the top of my 
mind as the best — no questions. 
Never a problem with any of them. 
As far as the worst, Ed Creachman, 
Danny McShain, Fred Blassie, Wild 
"Red" Berry Wilbur Snyder and 
Krippler Karl Davis. 


What was your involvement 
with Japanese promotions? 

I started with Rikidozan and was 
doing very well until he was killed 
by gangsters. My next promotion 
involved Antonio Inoki. I became 
partners with Vince McMahon Sr. 
With California and New York, 
we were able to send Antonio the 


biggest and best talent. Competition 
then started with Giant Baba. We 
then went with his group and did 
very well for ten years. 


What would you consider your 
best ever promotional tactic? 

Mil Mascaras vs. Black Gordman 
still stands out as my biggest 
promotion. | Nobody anywhere, 
anytime will ever top this one! 


What about an unreal or unusual 
promotional idea? Anything stick 
out? 

This one took six months to do. Jeff 
(Walton) and I were thinking of doing 
something completely different. We 
finally hit it after months and months 
of thinking about it. Maniac Tolos vs. 
Sandor Szabo. Szabo could never be 
At 3:00 A.M. 
in the morning, I called Jeff and said, 
“What idea do you have for this 
match?” He answered, “A snake!” 
We rented a 15-foot reticular python 
and put it in a box, and gave it to 
Tolos, and gave him our instructions. 
The minute Tolos got in the ring and 
pulled it out of the box, Szabo and fans 
ran out of the building, including my 
Hollywood guest that evening, Herb 


Mike Lebell and John Tolos “He was hard to 
handle,” says Mike. (Photo courtesy of Mike 
Lebell) 


(Tijuana Brass) Alpert and his kids. I 
could go on and on with matches and 
ideas like this one! 


What about competition? 

Johnny Doyle, former promoter 
at the Hollywood Legion Stadium, 
and Verne Gagne, promoter in the 
Midwest, both at different times tried 
to come in and take my territory 
away. Both Doyle and Gagne went 
to the “Fabulous Forum” in L.A. at 
separate times and drew less than 
1,200 people. On the other hand, I 
went head-to-head against both of 
them and sold out the Olympic. Both 
said, "I give up!" 


TV played a large part of 
wrestling, especially in L.A. What 
would you consider your most 
memorable TV moment? 

At KCOP-TV, Channel 13, I 
remember Mil Mascaras wrestling 
Bob Roop. All of a sudden Roop 
went wild and tried to "shoot" with 
Mascaras. Roop was an amateur 
champion and wanted to test Mil. 
Mascaras held his own, and wasn'tthe 
easy pushover that Roop had thought 
he might be. Roop, in frustration, 
tried to gouge Mascaras’ eye out. 
Bill Anderson, a wrestler on the card 
at the time, saw what was going on. 
He told all the other wrestlers in both 
dressing rooms. All the wrestlers ran 
into the ring to stop the melee. It was 
rating night on TV and I wanted a big 
rating. My cost was $500.00 to pay 
Roop to try and get Mascaras. 


Now, a question I'm sure you've 
been asked many times. What is 
your opinion of today's wrestling? 

You're right, people do ask all 
the time. I have a lot of opinions and 
never really expressed them in print 
before. There is no rhyme or reason 
to what is going on today. They have 
so-called "scriptwriters" who don't 
know the first thing about wrestling 
or "programming." The boys have 
big egos and only want to put and 
keep themselves over and that hurts 
the business. Most are taking illegal 
"things" to keep their bodies up. None 
of them want to pay their dues. They 
only want to work on “big shows.” 
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With my wrestlers, they wrestled 
every night of the week and twice on 
Sundays. And most enjoyed doing it. 
It was a passion then, not just a job. 


In his book, Blassie was really 
critical of you. What do you think 
of it? 

First of all, I could write an entire 
issue of this magazine with a rebuttal, 
but I'll keep it short. Let me first say 
that in the wrestling business, the 
promoter — or "boss" is usually the 
most evil person in the eyes of the 
boys. What many people who read 
these so-called "tell-all" books don't 
realize is that it is the promotion that 
takes the risks of renting a building, 
getting the licenses, the doctors, 
putting the show on TV, advertising, 
insurance, you name it. There are a 
thousand untold things that make 
an event happen. The boys, they are 
part of the event, for sure, but they 
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Above: Bull Ramos gets no 
solace from Mike Lebell. 
(Photo courtesy Mike Lebell) 
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The biggest stars passed through the Olympic Auditorium in Los Angeles. Here 


| 


Dory Funk Jr. shows Mike Lebell the NWA title belt. (Courtesy Mike Lebell) 


aren't the only part of it. The Blassie book — well, 
as long as I was in the business, I never — and 
I mean NEVER - said anything about it (the 
business) to anybody. What good would it do? 
There are many outright lies in the book, in my 
opinion. For example, Blassie took credit for the 
big L.A. Coliseum show. In reality, that was my 


| idea, and it took nearly a year to plan and execute. 


He was on the card, but it was the additional stars 


| like Mascaras, Sheik, Bobo, El Sicodelico, Inoki 


and others that I spent money to bring here that 
helped draw the crowd. I wonder why Blassie 
didn't write about the times I sent him to Japan so 
he could earn some extra money... or the places 
- including New York - I sent him to earn a living 
- or some of the other personal things... really, it 
was a hatchet job. Can you believe a guy holds 
a grudge for — what — 30 years - over what he 
considers a bad payday? 


What is Mike Lebell doing now? 

For the past twenty years, I’ve been selling 
videotapes of hard to find movies and events. 
I've had a great run, it's a very relaxing business 
compared to wrestling, and I'm still very active 
on a daily business. For a long time, I’ve thought 
about putting out some wrestling on tape. The 
problem is, like everywhere else, the tapes were so 
expensive back in those days, the TV stations used 
them over and over. That means there is very little 
footage that exists from that time period. However, 
I was lucky to find a few in my archives, and am 
now making them available. 


Look at this incredible "Who's Who 


Brisco, Nick Bockwin 


It was a smart move to change the 
annual Cauliflower Alley Club reunion 
from the winter doldrums of February to 
the spring-fresh feel of April. Not only 
did the gala banquet attract its largest 
number yet—624 attendees—but the 
mini-training camp for up-and-coming 
young wrestlers brought the CAC alive 
with youthful enthusiasm this year. 

The change of date also meant that 
the Club's top award, the Iron Mike 
Mazurki Award, named after its founder, 
could be awarded to the growling 
Maurice ‘Mad Dog’ Vachon, who has a 
tradition of heading to Hawaii with his 
wife Cathy each February. 

Besides the change of date, the CAC 
also elected to change hotels, to the 
International Plaza Hotel in downtown 
Las Vegas. That meant new restaurants 
to try, new slots to throw money away on 
and new bars to hang out in until the wee 
hours of the morning. (And it appears 
a new hotel will be required for next 
year, as the Plaza is set to be torn down 
and built anew in the ridiculousness of 
Vegas.) 

There will be those who complain 
about certain aspects of any convention: 
The beef was undercooked, there were 
too many people, so-and-so took too 


" of pro wrestle 
kel and Harley Race 


Don Leo Jonathan, 


rs... The Destroyer, 


gather for a picture at the Ap 


memorabilia show. But everyone seems 
to return. 

And if you talk to a few first-timers 
to the CAC weekend, there is no doubt 
they'll be back. 

“I think it was wonderful ... this was 
my first time and I really liked it and I 
will come back next year, God willing," 
said Dominic Denucci after the banquet. 
“Isaw all the boys I hadn't seen in a long 
time and that's very, very surprising and 
very nice to see them. I hope next year to 
see the same guys." 

Denucci was virtually inseparable 
all weekend from his friend Baron 
Mikel Scicluna, who was also in his 
rookie CAC year. Moose Morowski 
admitted he didn’t recognize the Baron 
immediately. ^We're standing in the 
lineup to have something to eat when 
all of a sudden—I was with Dick Beyer, 
The Destroyer—and he’s just talking to 
somebody and said ‘Baron’. The last time 
that I saw Baron Scicluna, I was in New 
York with him, but prior to that, I was in 
Japan with him. I haven’t seen him for 
25 years, at least. I recognized his voice 
but I didn’t recognize his face. It’s still 
Baron Scicluna. It was really great. It’s 
just unbelievable, the electricity in the 
building.” 


long-in-their-speech;-the-reem-was-tee 
small, not enough fans came to the 


Jack 
ril CAC reunion in Vegas. 
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HEADLOCKS IN VEGAS: 


THE 2003 
CAULIFLOWER 
ALLEY CLUB 
REUNION 


by GREG OLIVER 


Photos by 
DR. MIKE LANO 


explain. "Wrestling, between you and I 
and everybody else, is the greatest sport, 
I think, in the entire world. And this is 
the best organization I know of—after 
70-some years—that you can get into. 
Because it's not only for wrestlers, it's 
for anybody to become a member. It just 
takes a few bucks, $25. If you invest $25 
into this organization, you can make 
sure that it will get to the right place." 

Conway's point about anybody 
joining is an important aspect of the CAC 
and its maturation. Fans are more than 
welcome to join, but more importantly, 
at a reunion, those same fans who used 
to cheer or boo in the arenas around 
the globe are treated as equals by the 
wrestlers themselves. Add to the mix the 
fans who ‘graduated’ into the business as 
ring announcers or photographers or fan 
club president or referees or writers and 
it truly is a love-in weekend, albeit one 
with a lot of limps, canes, and shrunken 
bodies. 

Las Vegas seems to bea good location 
for an event like the CAC reunion. For 
one, it is easy to get to, whether one is 
flying from Japan, driving from Vermont 
or Regina or popping in for a visit, like 
local resident Bob "The Big O' Orton Sr. 
There is a wealth of things to do outside 


Butwhatmakesthe CAC so-special? 
Tiger Conway, Sr., is more than happy to 


the—reunien,-as-many-—a-speuse-feund 
out, unable to drag their better half 
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Jack Brisco chats with Calgary's Stu Hart 
- two legends of wrestling come together at 
the CAC. 


away from yet another gab session 
about the dressing room antics of The 
Bruiser's territory. 

For the fans, it's a chance to meet 
some legends. "One of the more 
interesting facts is that I had to come 
all the way to Las Vegas to meet Jack 
Brisco, who I've done a few things 
for in this past year. I got to spend 
some time and talk with him," said 
Greg Goode of Fort Lauderdale, Fla. 
Goode also mentioned how much fun 
it was to meet the fans from around 
the continent as well. 

Vik Berry, who has a featgure in 
the next issue of this magazine, was 
at his first CAC reunion. "I've had 
a great time. I can't believe that I've 
met so many people that I’ve known 
from the '70s as a pen pal or other the 
Internet. It's really nice to put faces to 
all the names. It's been a lot of fun." 

The Cauliflower Alley Club 
reunion has definitely taken the 
place of the storied fan conventions 
of the ‘70s and early ‘80s, though 
it has much the same feel with the 
likes of Tom Burke, Diane Devine 
and James C. Melby in attendance. 
The disappearance of kayfabe and 
the emergence of the Internet has, in 
many ways, put fans and wrestlers 
on the same plane, equals in the 


celebration of the past. In fact, fans 
even fought it out with wrestling 
legends in the Club’s first cribbage 
tournament, won by Paul Vachon. 

Actor Alan Koss (Cheers) was at 
his second CAC reunion. “It’s been a 
great convention. It’s been a pleasure, 
for me, to see these old guys, some 
of them stretching back into the ‘40s 
and ‘50s when I started watching 
wrestling. Meeting them and finding 
out that these guys are not just—like 
the boxers I’ve met in my life—they’re 
not just punch-drunk pugs who do 
this because they’ve got nothing else 
they can do. Most of them are fairly 
bright guys who do this because they 
love doing it. 

“Last year was a great time, 
and this year is even better,” Koss 
continued. “Watching the kids 
workout. This year, they set up a ring 


AWA legends Nick Bockwinkel and Maurice 
“Mad Dog” Vachon - all smiles. 


and they’re working out. For me, 
that’s fantastic because some of the 
things they do, I know I'd be dead! 
I'd be in the hospital wondering what 
happened.” 

Fan Max Jackson also enjoyed 
watching the workouts—run by 
Les Thatcher, Harley Race and Scott 
Casey—and the wrestling show on 
Friday night. “I loved the matches. 
I’m glad they brought the matches 
because that was very interesting.” 

A few wrestling schools have 
even made membership in the CAC a 
requirement for their students, which 
can only further the growth and 
progress of the Club. The CAC itself 


is exploring options for sanctioning 
wrestling schools in some way, hoping 
that its endorsement will be both a 
draw and a guarantee that proper 
training by a certified instructor is 
being offered. 

Family was also another strong 
theme of the weekend. The reunion is 
enhanced each year by the presence 
of the wives and husbands of the 
wrestlers, some of whom, like Sharon 
Valentine, Betty McKenzie, Valerie 
Boesch, and Shirley Newman, return 
even after their loved-one has passed 
on. 

Honorees Buddy Colt and Don 
Leo Jonathon each had dozens of 
friends and family at their side. Angelo 
Savoldi, who received the Art Abrams 
Lifetime Achievement Award, had 
his four sons in the audience, and 
talked about his 13 grandchildren 
and two great-grandchildren. During 
his acceptance speech, Savoldi 
also recalled a memorable run- 
in with Danny Hodge's father in 
Oklahoma. "There was a fellow by 
the name of Danny Hodge coming 
up. Everybody's saying, 'Boy, you're 
going to have your troubles, Angelo. 
This kid is good.’ "Well, then let him 
come up.’ Finally there we was, 
we met. But before I lost the title 
to Danny Hodge, we had a boxing 
match, which I didn't want but he 
wanted it. So, okay, in the fifth round 

Ihad Danny against the ropes. Next 
thing I know, I felt two scratches on 


Killer Tim Brooks and Father Jason Sanderson. 
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"The Grand Prix Gang:" Mad Dog Vachon, Don Leo Jonathan, 
The Destroyer and Butcher Vachon. Does it get any better than 
this? 


my back. Then I turned around and 
he went for my face. I put my arm up, 
he got me across the arm. I wound up 
with close to 400 stitches. And it was 
his father. I could understand it. He 
got excited by what happened. Okay, 
that was it. So I was out for about 
three months. I came back, I lost the 
title to Danny Hodge." 

Hurricane, Utah’s ‘Mormon 
Giant’ Don Leo Jonathon had a 
video presentation on his post- 
wrestling career as a deep-sea diver 
and inventor showcased at Friday's 
Baloney Blowout. At the banquet 
the next night, Don Leo thanked 
everyone for both urging him to come 
to a reunion and for their help in his 
career. “Well ladies and gentlemen, I 
finally made it. I would like to say that 
I made it here because of you. There 
were many, many boys that pushed 
me up the ladder. It was something 
that I couldn't have done by myself. 
I had the help of many, many, many 
of you. My first daddy when I went 
to New York as a 19-year-old boy was 
Angelo Savoldi. He took care of me. 
Then when I was still a 19-year-old 
boy I went to Montreal and then my 
papa Walter [Kowalski] took care of 
me. So Walter, he was my idol, and I 


tried to be like him. I 
know he had a hard 
time beating me into 
shape, but he did. 
And now, I have a 
family that I never 
knew that I had 
before. I know that 
there's thousands 
of wrestlers out 
there, in 15 or 20 
countries that are 
also compadres, 
compatriots.” 
Introduced by 
his sister Marie 
Johnson and former 
Seattle promoter 
Dean Silverstone, it 
was the diminutive 
Tito Montez who 
probably had 
the most to say 
about family. Marie 
explained how 
determined her brother was to be 
a wrestler, and how her father built 
him a ring in 
their backyard 
in Texas. When 
she thought 
he was ready, 
Marie went 
to the local 
promoter and 
convinced him 
to give her 
brother a try. 
Having lied 
abouthis age to 
start wrestling, 
Tito had to 
rely on his 
older sister to 
drive him from 
town to town 
in Texas for 
shows, leaving 


her young 
children at 
home. Montez 
also talked 
about his 
mother “My 


mother put up 
with me and 
wouldn't come 
to one match to 


see me because she was nervous," he 
said with a laugh. 

The masters of ceremony for the 
banquet, Bobby "The Brain’ Heenan 
and ‘The Professor’ Mike Tenay, also 
had the audience laughing. Heenan, 
thinner both in girth and in voice 
after battling throat cancer, was still at 
the top of his game after missing last 
year’s festivities. His best line came 
after introducing ‘Playboy’ Buddy 
Rose, who looked slightly above his 
listed 217 pounds. “Remember the 
Four Horsemen?” Heenan asked. "I 
think he ate them!” 

There were two moments that 
stood out more than any other at 
the big dinner. One was expected, 
the announcement of the Iron 
Mike Mazurki Award, as it is the 
traditional final award, and the 
Club's most coveted award. It is also 
the only one, besides the Future Star 
award (claimed by 'Superstar' Steve 
Fender of Harley Race's Kansas City 
promotion) that is not announced 
ahead of time. 


George "The Animal" Steele, the radiant Penny Banner, and Minnesota's 
Eddie Sharkey were just three of the big names at this year's reunion. 
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The unexpected highlight, 
though, came almost at the start of the 
speeches. While at the microphone to 
honour the late Rhonda Singh, Bruce 
Hart made a passionate plea to save 
the business. "Cauliflower Alley 
made me realize whata great business 
wrestling has been and could still be. 
It fueled my determination to see it 
regain its dignity, and once again rise 
to its rightful place in the sports or 
entertainment spectrum," preached 
Stu and Helen's second-oldest son 
to the converted. But maybe, just 
maybe, some of Hart's message gets 
back to those who need to hear it. (It 
is reprinted in part at the conclusion 
of this article). 

As for the Iron Mike Mazurki 
Award, it was a surprise to Mad Dog 
Vachon, whose aforementioned wife, 
Cathy, had already gone to bed for 
the evening. 

“To be the Iron Mike winner, you 
have to be immediately recognizable. 
When you walk somewhere, 
someone's got to say, 'I know that 
guy,” explained Club vice-president 
Kaul Lauer during his introduction. 
"Second, you have to have two 
professions, and been successful in 
more than one. And third, and most 
important, you have to be a very 
benevolent person, somebody who 
cares about other people and gives a 
lot of their heart and their body and 
everything else. In this case here, a 
little bit of courage, an awful lot of 
courage. Probably one of the most 


inspirational and nicest guys you're 
ever going to meet, Maurice 'Mad 
Dog' Vachon." 

While Vachon was helped to 
the stage by his brother Paul, Bobby 
Heenan took the opportunity to 
praise the Mad Dog. “It’s not just in 
my opinion, it's the opinion of a lot 
of wrestlers around, he's the toughest 
human being I’ve ever seen. What 
this man can take, what this man's 
been through. And this man is just a 
man. That's all can say. He's a friend 
of mine and I'm glad to know this 
man and to have been able to be in 
territories with him, been in the ring 
with him. He's the classic. No one 
ever said he was short, they said 
this man is bad. What a great, great 
entertainer he was and what a great 
wrestler from Montreal." 

After being confined to a 
wheelchair for much of the weekend, 
it was heartening to see the one- 
legged Mad Dog standing at the 
podium, addressing the appreciative 
crowd. "I don't know, when they 
called the Mad Dog, I thought it was 
a mistake. I started wrestling amateur 
when I was 12 years old. I wrestled 
for, altogether, my friends, I made a 
fast count, I was in wrestling for 44 
years, and about 300 matches a year, 
for 13,000 matches. 

"| used to be a bouncer in a night 
club when I was 17 years old. They 
used to come to me from all sides, 
from all different methods to try to 
beat me. Sometimes they'd sneak up 


What is a wrestling convention without these guys? The "WFIA" gang was well represented 
by Dr. Eric Goldenberg, Reoue's own Dave Burzynski, lovely Miss Diane Devine and Don 
Wilson. 


behind me with a beer bottle. One 
guy tried to break a glass in my face. 
He didn't know what I knew. I could 
wrestle." 

Asmile crept across Vachon’s face, 
and he dropped into his trademark 
growl. “And I could beat the shit out 
of them. And most of the time I did! 
That’s eventually when Don Owen 
called me the Mad Dog. So I carried it 
inside and outside of the ring. I must 
have had hundreds of street fights. 
Why I’m not in jail today is a surprise 
even to me. But let me tell you one 
thing - yes, you can laugh- but one 
time I asked Don Leo Jonathon, I said, 
‘Leo, did anybody try to pick on you 
outside the ring, tried to have a fight 
with you’ He said, ‘Maurice, I usually 
just talked them out of it.’ “Son-of-a- 
bitch! You never even have one fight! 
That’s unfair! It’s a Dog Eat Dog 
world. That's the way you do it." 

After the whole banquet was 
over, Vachon was a little calmer and 
more contemplative in an interview. 
He loved everything about the 
reunion, which has grown immensely 
from the lunches he used to attend 
with Mazurki in Los Angeles. "It's a 
wonderful feeling, to be honest with 
you. After all these years, to see all 
these people. As we get older every 
day, and everybody is afflicted now 
by some sort of injury, going with old 
age, it comes with the territory. They 
say that when you're a professional 
athlete, like a professional wrestler, 
we take so much abuse to our bodies 
through the years, not only in the 
ring, but outside the ring, automobile 
accidents, all kinds of things that 
happen to us, physically and 
emotionally. Travelling millions of 
miles by car in our careers, millions 
of miles later by plane going all over 
the world. Very seldom are we home 
with our kids and our wives. ... we'll 
never get out of the business what we 
put in. Emotionally, when you see so 
many wonderful people in the sport 
of professional wrestling that have 
been through the years, and to have 
a reunion like this, it warms up your 
heart. 

“I certainly hope that I can come 
back next year. We'll play it one year 
ata time." 


WRESTLING REVUE 7144 e July - September, 2003 * 31 


Les Thatcher kids around with Bruce Hart, 
who delivered a stunning and emotional 
speech to the attentive CAC audience. 


"| first met Davey in the late ‘70s when 
I was wrestling in England. This old wrestler 
named Ted Bentley invited me to his gym, 
which was a dingy old gym near Wigam. He 
wanted me to check out these two, supposedly, 
hotprospects he'd been training, and he wanted 
to know if I could book them in Canada for my 
father Stu's Stampede Wrestling promotion. 

I wasn't sure what to think when I was 
first introduced to them. They were skinny, 
nervous, pimply-faced kids, painfully shy. I 
honestly was wondering if this was a rib. I was 
taken aback whenI saw them on the mat. They 
were full of raw energy and had an uncanny 
grasp of what wrestling was all about. I called 
Stu long distance, collect, much to his chagrin, 
and explained that I had two workers for him 
who were going to set the territory on fire. 

Stu was always half-cynical when we 
would try to get him to book new guys. My 
brother Smith always had superstars like 
Magnificent Zulu and some of them up. Stu 
was justifiably cynical. I remember, he asked 
me, ‘How much does he weigh?’ (in Stu’ voice) 
I think neither of them weighed more than 145 
pounds at the time. I, of course, exaggerated 
and said they weighed around 175. Stu grunted 
dubiously and made some S 
remarks about midgets. Surprising, as to how 
Calgary at that time was like most of the other 
promotions, it was probably a heavyweight 
promotion, and if you were under 240, it was 
considered small. 

I persisted and Stu finally relented and 
sent them their plane tickets. A while later, the 
older of the skinny English kids came over. 
His name was Tom Billington, better known 
to most of you as The Dynamite Kid. He took 
off immediately and was followed not longer 
thereafter by the younger of the two, his cousin 
David, known then in England as Young 
David. I changed his name to Davey Boy, after 
a British boxer Davey Boy Green who had just 
boxed Sugar Ray Leonard. And the rest they 
say is history. Those two skinny, shy—and I 
might add mischievous—English kids became 
an instant sensation in our promotion, doing 
tremendous business. They revolutionalized 
the style of wrestling in our territory, and later 
in Japan with their combination of technical 
wrestling, power moves, aerials, they had a 
great deal to do with the subsequent success 
of my brothers Bret, Owen—Bret was just 
breaking in at time. They later on became huge 
stars inJapan, and later onas all of you probably 
noticed, gained worldwide recognition in the 
WWF as the legendary British Bulldogs. Davey 


ruce Hartz. 
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would marry my sister Diana in 1984 and 
became an integral part of the Hart Foundation 
and a much-loved husband, father, son-in-law, 
brother-in-law. Unfortunately, like too many 
members of our wrestling fraternity, he got 
caught up in this drug and steroid abuse which 
ultimately brought him down. Drug abuse is 
an issue which needs to be addressed in our 
business but not here and now. 

All of our dearly-departed comrades, 
Lou, Don, Eddie, Curt, Rhonda, Davey and 
the others that were mentioned before, were 
a credit to our business. We are poorer for 
their loss but infinitely richer for them having 
graced our sport and our lives. They leave an 
enormous void which wrestling will be hard- 
pressed to fill and replace. 

I don't want to digress, but when I was 
reflecting on the loss of giants like Lou Thesz, 
and all the others, it invited comparisons to 
other major sports such as football, baseball 
and stock car racing, which many main figures 
in recent years. Guys like Joe DiMaggio, Ted 
Williams, Johnny Unitas, Dale Earnhardt, 
those other sports have all suffered huge 
losses. Unlike wrestling, they have been able to 
replace their departed icons with an ongoing 
supply of exciting new stars and those sports 
are still in great shape as we head into this new 
century. 

I wouldn't consider myself to be a 
pessimist, perhaps a realist, but the losses of 
such monumental figures and the present 
state of decline in our business, I have some 
increasing concerns over the survival of 
wrestling. Not to digress, but I recently read 
an illuminating but albeit disconcerting 
article on pro wrestling in one of America's 
most respected sports publications, Sports 
Illustrated. And it too pondered whether 
wrestling could indeed survive. The article 
was entitled ‘In Need of a Fix’. Some of the 
things they stated were pretty sobering. 

I quote, ‘Rarely has wrestling been this 
sickly. Profits this year were off 79%. WWE 
stock has dropped from $24 to below $8, and 
ratings for Raw and Smackdown! are falling 
just as fast while pay-per-view buyrates 
have also declined substantially' SI posed 
the question, one which many of us have 
been asking ourselves, which I quote, ‘Is this 
how it ends—not with a 21*-century heir to 
Gorgeous George, but with a fake gay wedding 
ceremony and two women wrestlers (they 
said where have you gone Fabulous Moolah?) 
kissing in mid-ring while the announcer and 
the ubiquitous Eric Bischoff gushes about hot 
lesbian action? 

To be honest, after the debacle in Montreal 
with my brother Bret and Shawn Michaels, and 
my brother Owen's [unintelligible] in Kansas 
City in 1999, and a lot of the other tasteless, 
senseless crap that the WWF has dumped 
upon the public in recent years. (applause) I 
had pretty well decided to wash my hands of 
this wrestling business, kiss it off altogether. 

A couple of years back, I was invited to 
my first Cauliflower Alley reunion and I had 
a chance to share and see perspectives with 
guys like Lou Thesz, Danny Hodge, Harley 
Race, Steve Strong, Nick Bockwinkel, Roddy 
Piper, Les Thatcher and many more. Not only 
did it rekindle my passion for the business, it 
also made me proud to consider myself part 
of the fraternity that boasted of guys like that. 
Cauliflower Alley made me realize what a great 
business wrestling has been and could still be. 
It fueled my determination to see it regain its 
dignity, and once again rise to its rightful place 
in the sports or entertainment spectrum. 

I don't want to descend into an in-depth 


Don/t.Lose,Sight.of what. wrestling,is.^- 


dissection of what's wrong with wrestling 
specifically the WWE today, although I do say 
to Vince McMahon: Don't lose sight of what 
wrestling is. It's not a soap opera with wrestling 
overtones, it' s wrestling with perhaps a subtle 
soap opera overtones. Wrestling is an art form 
performed by artists like Lou Thesz, Harley 
Race, Nick Bockwinkel, Don Leo Jonathon, Jack 
Brisco, Killer Kowalski and others. Take little 
more than a finish and utilize their athletic, 
creative, interactive improvisation skills to 
render on canvas masterpieces ... 

Keep it consistent and simple, Vince. 
Don't insult people's intelligence or make the 
product damn complicated ... or not fit for 
kids. We're still a foundation of a fanbase. Get 
back to the basics. You'll be surprised how well 
fans will respond. Other sports have high-tech 
scoreboards, big-busted cheerleaders, artificial 
turf, etcetera. Baseball is still baseball, football 
is still football and wrestling should still damn- 
well be wrestling.... 

As you may have discerned, I don't 
necessarily endorse or approve of some of 
Vince's product. At the same time, and this 
is important to keep in mind, one cannot lose 
sight of the fact that, like itor not, for all intents 
and purposes, the WWF-E is pretty much 
wrestling today. If they go down, which is an 
unfortunate possibility, that's it, end of story. 
If that happens, I don't unfortunately believe 
that pro wrestling will recover or rise up 
again anytime soon. It will then go the way of 
Vaudeville, or 8-track tapes or the XFL, having 
lept into an ignominious oblivious. 

I thereby pledge my support to the WWF 
and hope to hell that Vince McMahon and 
company hear what we're saying. Try and 
restore pride, respectability, tradition and 
credibility to our sport. 

For once Vince, I throw down the 
gauntlet, take the high road not the low road. 
It’s a distinct possibility that Mr. McMahon 
may well dismiss this unsolicited critique 
with his standard response, ‘Kiss my ass. It's 
none of yours or the Cauliflower Alley's damn 
business. I can do whatever the hell I want 
with the wrestling business. I own it.’ 

May I remind him, though, if I may, that 
George Steinbrenner may indeed own the 
New York Yankees and perceive himself to be 
the godfather of Major League Baseball. But 
he does not own the memories or the legacies 
created the likes of Babe Ruth, Lou Gehrig, Yogi 
Berra, Casey Stengel, Mickey Mantle, Whitey 
Ford, Roger Maris or Reggie Jackson. George 
Steinbrenner is merely carrying the proverbial 
torch to be passed on to the next generation. 

As far as I’m concerned, Vince McMahon 
is the same. He too is merely carrying the torch, 
once proudly carried by the likes of Gorgeous 
George, Mike Mazurki, Jim Londos, Strangler 
Lewis, Buddy Rogers, Paul Boesch, Johnny 
Valentine, Brian Pillman and my brother 
Owen. 

I don't want to pontificate or in any way 
be sanctimonious, but may I say it's my fervent 
hope that he will one day pass the torch with 
unfailing hands, not extinguish the flickering- 
feebly, but burning brightly and proudly for 
the next generation. 

In closing, the greatest honour we can 
bestow upon the memory and legacy of people 
like Lou Thesz, Curt Hennig, Tim Woods, Eddie 
Farhat, Rhonda Sing and Davey Boy Smith, 
and our other fallen comrades, is to preserve 
and perpetuate the sport, in which they gave 
their hearts and souls to. To each of them, thank 
you for the memories. Long live the wrestling 
business and God bless America." 
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KENNY "SODBUSTER" JAY'S 
AWA REUNION BENEFIT 


On March 29, 2003, the American Legion Post #550 in 
Bloomington, Minnesota played host to the Kenny "Sodbuster" 
Jay Benefit to raise money for the Histiocytosis Association of 
America. 

The benefit was the sixth in a series of annual affairs put 
together by AWA journeyman Kenny Jay, with the money and 
donations going to the Histiocytosis Association. Histiocytosis 
is a type of rare blood disorder that affects mostly children, and 
the association is a non-government funded group. Kenny Jay's 
grandson Tommy developed the disease, and it didn't take long for 
Kenny to put together the first benefit. 

The benefit has been growing,thanks to the dedicated efforts 
of everyone involved. Not only has it been for a good cause, it is 
an opportunity for AWA-based fans (and all wrestling fans,for that 
matter), to meet and greet many, many legends of the mat, who 
give their time graciously for the event. 

In fact, several well-known mat stars traveled a great distance 
to attend, including the infamous AWA masked man, "Dr. X" who 
flew in from New Jersey to be at the event. 

On these pages are a few images of the event, sent to us by 
Norm Kietzer. We appreciate the efforts by Kenny Jay and urge all 
readers to donate to the association at: Histiocytosis Association, 
Kenny Jay, 10635 Xerxes Ave S., Bloomington, MN 55431. 
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Left: Al DeRusha auctions off 
a poster from a show promoted 
by Norman Kietzer some thir- 
ty years ago on which Al was 
the special referee; Kenny Jay 
poses with two of his biggest 
fans; Dr. X, who flew in from 
New Jersey is interviewed by 
well-known wrestling reporter 
Mick Karch; Stan "Big K" 
Kowalski and John Affolter. 


Right: Nick Bockwinkel 
marvels at this female fan's 
muscles... 


Dr. X shares a laugh with legendary wrestling publisher Norman Kietzer - note 
that "X" had his shirt autographed by Mad Dog Vachon!. 
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Above left: Larry 

"The Axe" Hennig 

auctions off wres- 

| tling magazine. 

Auction proceeds 

were donated to 

the Histiocytosis 

Association. 

| Above right: 

Incredibly popular 
Mad Dog Vachon 

| is happy to sign for 

his fans. 


Left: Dr. X seen 
here with wrestling 
historian George 
"SH" Schire. 


They hardly look a day older! Here is Norman and Patty Kietzer seen here with Baron Von Raschke. The photo on the left was taken in 1982... the photo on the right 
was taken at last year's benefit. 
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by Dr. Bob Bryla 


In less then two years, the 
Professional Wrestling Hall of Fame 
and Museum's Induction Weekend 
has become a "must attend" event 
for every wrestling enthusiast. This 
year's event demonstrated that 
the Schenectady, New York based 
PWHF is fully established as the mat 
game's exclusive "all-pro" wrestling 
headquarters. 

The weekend's events began on 
Friday, May 16, 2003 with a wrestling 
show innearby Rotterdam, New York. 
This show featured Bill "Masked 
Superstar" Eady, Greg “The Hammer” 
Valentine, independent performers, 
as well as the ring comeback of none 
other than Luscious Johnny Valiant! 
Johnny was a last-minute substitution 
for Brutus Beefcake, who was unable 
to attend the show. Wrestling legends 
Nick Bockwinkel, Fabulous Moolah, 
and Mae Young were present to watch 
the energetic perfomances. Gene 
Petit, aka Gene Lewis and Hillbilly 
Cousin Luke, coordinated the event. 
Gene is on the Board of Directors of 
the PWHF. 

Following the wrestling show, 
Johnny Valiant did a one-man 
comedy act in the lounge of the 
Schenectady Ramada Inn, where the 
wrestlers stayed and where the card 
show, Meet & Greet, and banquet 
were held the following day. Valiant’s 
routine centered around his wrestling 


Most definitely worthy Hall of Famers: The Destroyer, Killer Kowalski, the Fabulous Moolah 


and Nick Bockwinkel. a 


exploits and his stories about Crusher 
Verdu, Andre the Giant, and others 
were well-received by the fans lucky 
enough to be in attendance. 

Saturday, May 17, 2003 was a 
wrestling fan’s dream-come-true. 
In the morning, a celebrity golf 
tournament was held and the various 
wrestlers either played golf or roamed 
the course greeting the golfers. That 
samemorning,acardandmemorabilia 
show was held at the Ramada. This 
event was free to the public and 
was a great opportunity to purchase 
wrestling items from the distant, as 
well as recent, past. Several wrestlers 
had booths where they sold items 
and signed autographs. Such tables 
included Francine of ECW fame, Ox 
Baker, Bill Eady, Greg Valentine, and 
Paul “Butcher” Vachon. Numerous 
independent dealers had impressive 
arrays of items for sale. 

In the afternoon on Saturday, the 
PWHF held a Meet & Greet with the 
wrestlers. For a nominal fee of five 
dollars, fans could meet and obtain 
signatures and photos with the 
stars in attendance. This event was 
so popular that it will probably be 
moved to a larger room next year. 

The highlight of the weekend 
took place on Saturday night with 
the induction banquet. It is hard to 
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imagine a wrestling dinner with 
more class, camaradarie, warmth, 
humor and fun than this dinner. 
The banquet was a three-hundred 
person sellout with approximately 
one-hundred people being unable to 
purchase tickets the week preceding 
the event. My best advice is to buy 
your tickets early next year if you 
wish to attend. The wrestling stars 
present for the dinner were Nick 
Bockwinkel, Dick “The Destroyer" 
Beyer, Fabulous Moolah, Mae Young, 
Killer Kowalski, Domenic DeNucci, 
Baron Mikel Scicluna, Gene Petit, 
Maurice "Mad Dog" Vachon, Paul 
“Butcher” Vachon, Davey O'Hannon, 
Ida Mae Martinez, Billy Red Lyons, 
Bill Eady, Ox Baker, Billy Two Rivers, 
George "The Animal" Steele (also on 
the PWHF Board of Directors),and 
Greg Valentine. 

Following the traditional "Ten 
Count", read by Tom Burke and 
this writer, Billy Two Rivers gave 
a moving Indian invocation and 
presented PWHF President Tony 
Vellano a piece of Indian culture. The 
Cauliflower Alley Club presented 
a generous donation to the PWHf 
and the CAC's Board memebers in 
attendance were recognized. John 
“Mr. Wrestling" Pantozzi read a 
congratulatory letter that the PWHF 
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received from United States Senator 
Charles Schumer. A tasty meal 
followed and then a reading of brief 
biographies of the deceased inductees 
Stanlislaus Zbysko, Farmer Burns, The 
Kangaroos, Sam Muchnick, Anotnino 
Rocca, and Little Beaver were read by 
John Pantozzi and myself. The Tag 
Team category was new to the PWHF 
this year. 

The first-ever New York State 
Awards were next. This prestigious 
award honors wrestlers who meet 
the following criteria: 1) world- 
class wrestling accomplishments; 2) 
extensive community or charitable 
involvement; and 3) a close public 
association with New York State. The 
purpose of this award is to recognize 
wrestlers who brought honor and 
dignity to both the field of professional 
wrestling as well as the State of New 
York. Ilio DiPaolo was awarded this 
honor posthumously and Dick Beyer 
was the living recipient. Ilio and Dick 
were the best of friends before Ilio's 
untimely passing almost eight years 
ago. Acommittee of thirteen wrestling 
experts voted on the selections. Both 
DiPaolo and Beyer families were well 
represented in the audience. Billy 
Red Lyons gave some humorous 
stories about both men before Dick 
Beyer turned the tables on Billy and 
brought out a birthday cake for him, 


=. 

Nick Bockwinkel holds a painting with Tom 
burke and Bob Bryla. The painting, by Bob’s 
mother Rose,d epicts Nick being held in 


an armlock, inspired by a 1985 Utica, NY 


as May 17 was Lyons’ birthday. The 
whole crowd stood up and sang Billy, 
“Happy Birthday”. New York State 
Assemblyman James Tedisco read 
an official proclamation from the 
State of New York recognizing the 
contributions of Beyer and DiPaolo. 

Emcee Bert Sugar brought 
George Steele up to introduce Lillian 
Ellison, The Fabulous Moolah for her 
to receive her induction ring. Moolah 
gave an appreciative speech. It was 
hard to believe that she will be fighting 
in the squared circle on her eightieth 
birthday this July. Paul Vachon 
then introduced inductee Killer 
Kowalski. The Killer was surprised 
by the unexpected appearance of his 
godchildren. This “rib” was planned 
in advance and everyone seemed 
to enjoy this development. Lastly, 
Maurice Vachon introduced Nick 
Bockwinkel to the microphone. Nick 
seemed a bit emotional when he 
spoke about how he would have liked 
his father, the late wrestler Warren 
Bockwinkel, to have been able to see 
this honor bestowed. 

One of the finest features of the 
event was the use of a large screen 
projection at the back of the banquet 
hall. This turned every seat in the 
house into a great view. Videos and 
photographs were displayed on this 
screen during the event and some 
action scenes were accompanied 
by music. The PWHF's website 
engineers, New Concept Media, 
were responsible for making these 
enjoyable audiovisual presentations. 

Fans came from long distances to 
witnesstheeventbutthelong-distance 
prize went to the two reporters from 
Japan. Other participants traveled 
from South Carolina, Florida, 
Nevada, North Carolina, New Jersey, 
Massachusetts, New Hampshire and 
Canada to attend the events. 

Following the banquet, it was a 
great pleasure for fans to mingle with 
the wrestlers in the Ramada lounge. 
A great band called the Pipe Kings 
provided plenty of entertainment to 
those in attendance. 

Although there were no formal 
events on Sunday, fans could still 
encounter their favorite wrestlers at 
the Ramada restaurant or in the lobby 
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Gene Petit, aka Gene Lewis and Hillbilly 
Cousin Luke, poses in front of the PWHF 
Wall of Fame. 


of the hotel. 

The official fifty-six page 
commemorative program featured 
biographies of the honorees and 
included some never-before- 
published photos and articles. A 12” 
X 18” limited edition, numbered 001 
to 300, cardboard poster was also 
produced by PWHF organizers. A 13" 
X 19” cardboard limited edition and 
numbered 01 to 25 poster featuring 
living honorees Beyer, Bockwinkel, 
Kowalski and Moolah was signed by 
all four legends. Tee shirts featuring 
the PWHf logo and the names of 
the inductees and New York State 
award winners on the back is also 
available. These items are priced to 
sell at ten dollars for the tee shirts, 
fifteen dollars for the program, fifteen 
dollars for the 12” X 18” poster, and 
twenty-five dollars for the signed 
13” X 19” poster. If you care to order, 
please send a check or money order to 
PWHF Merchandise, 123 Broadway, 
Schenectady, New York 12305. Please 
enclose five dollars postage per 
order. 

The fan feedback has been 
extremely popular and PWHF 
organizers have already begun work 
on next year’s event. If you’re a 
fan, please do yourself a favor and 
make arrangements to travel to the 
“mecca” of professional wrestling, 
Schenecatdy, New York! 
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EDITORS NOTE: Each issue 
our resident mat historian James 
C. Melby will present one of his 
top ten lists from the golden era of 
professional wrestling (1945-1965.) 
This month he looks at the top 
ring ruffians of the era. Readers 
are invited to comment (agree, or 
disagree), and to suggest future 
lists. 


@ FRITZ VON ERICH 


Long before Fritz and his sons 
Kevin, Kerry David, and Mike 
became huge fan favorite in Dallas, 
TX, Fritz was a notorious rulebreaker 
and one of the most feared men in 
the sport. He first came into national 
prominence as half of a ruthless tag 
team with burly Karl Von Schober. 
Later Fntz teamed with the likes of 
Hans Hermann and brother Waldo 
Von Erich, which didn't gain him any 
fans either. His face claw was one 
of the most devastating grips in the 
business. 


© DON LEO JONATHAN 


The biggest star in the sport who 
was also known for his ability to take 


out a foe with high risk moves such 
as dropkicks and flying headscissors. 
A second generation star, Don Leo's 
father Brother Jonathan had been a 
top headliner in the forties. Jonathan 
was a constant challenger to ever 


held the World's Heavyweight 


Championship. DLJ was recognized 
as the kingpin in both Omaha and 
Columbus 
heyday. 


C HARDBOILED HAGGERTY 


territories during his 


Haggerty was the self proclaimed 
king of the wrestlers. A former 


professional football player, he was 
booed as much for his arrogance as 
he was for a show no mercy ring 
style. HBH was a superb tag team 
star as he probed by sharing the AWA 
World's Tag Team Championship 
with partners Len Montana, Gene 
Kiniski, and Bob Geigel. After he left 
the ring he became a famous actor 
playing a number of tough guys both 
in the moves and on television. 


€) JOHNNY VALENTINE 


One of the toughest men to 
ever step foot inside a ring, Johnny 
was known for literally knocking 
out hapless ring foes with his his 
trademark elbow smashes. Valentine 
would be rated higher on this list 
except for the fact fans would always 
cheer for Johnny when he would be 
matched against the likes of Buddy 
Rogers or Killer Kowalski. He was 
recognized as the U.S. Heavyweight 
Champion during his prime. 


Q DR. BILL MILLER 


Dr. Miller was the most successful 
masked man of the golden era of 
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held 


professional wrestling. He 
the Omaha version of the World's 
Heavyweight Championship as Dr. 
X and later the AWA crown as Mr. 
M. Bill was a gifted athlete having 
won nine letters while at Ohio State, 
three in wrestling, three in football, 
and three in track. And in tag team 
battle he was just as successful with 
brothers Ed and Dan. 


The first really great ring villain 
billed from Japan. Moto upset fans 
everywhere by using karate thrusts, 
a controversial sleeper hold, and 
the throwing of ceremonial salt. 
Professional ring ruffians such as Bull 
Curry and Danny McShane found 
themselves cheered when paired 
against Moto. Another man who was 
just as good in tag team contests, his 
pairings with Duke Keomuka and 
Kinji Shibuya, who took the name of 
Mr. Hito, helped to also make them 
huge stars. 


#4 - Dick The Bruiser. Dick was 


often billed as the world’s most 
dangerous wrestler. Nobody was safe 
when Dick was around. He made 
headlines by engaging in vendettas 
with announcer Sammy Menacker 
and later Alex Karras. Dick had 


earned his reputation as a tough 
guy while playing for the Green 
Bay Packers for five seasons before 
becoming a professional wrestler. 


“Nature Boy” Buddy Rogers. 
had a reputation for drawing huge 
record crowds and starting riots 
wherever he appeared. His matches 
against “Tarzan” Billy Darnell were 
legendary. Buddy used piledrivers 
and figure four leglocks to not only 
defeat opponents, but also win major 
titles. His win over Pat O’Connor to 
win the NWA World’s Heavyweight 
at Chicago’s Comiskey Park set an 


attendance record that was destined 
to not be broken for a long time. 


© KILLER KOWALSKI 


Waldek ‘Killer’ Kowalski was 
another one of the true big gate 
attractions. Kowalski also earned 
a fearsome reputation for winning 
titles and injuring people. Known 
for his flying kneedrop from the top 
rope, he sliced off part of Yukon Eric’s 
ear with that move. Kowalski had an 
impressive run in both Montreal and 
Boston where he was recognized as 
World’s Champion. He had extensive 
ring feuds with the likes of Lou Thesz, 
Pat O’Connor, and Ed Carpentier. 


down the wrestler 
that people loved to hate the most 
was Hans Schmidt. An early star 
of the wrestling matches televised 
from Chicago’s Marigold Arena by 
promoter Fred Kohler, Hans was 
known for picking opponents up 
from the canes when he could have 
easily pinned, just so he could deal 
out more punishment with one more 
spine jarring backbreaker. Hans won 
and lost the coveted U.S. Heavyweight 
Title while feuding with Verne Gagne 
and Wilbur Snyder. 


Hands 
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When I saw the last Wrestling 
Revue (#143)’s backpage, I first 
thought, ‘oh what neat Photoshop 
things did publisher Brian Bukantis 
have to do to make that ad for 
'renewing one's sub' with that great 
photo of The Great Antonio?! What 
a man of mystery he was. 

Then I quickly realized it was 
Dave McKigney/Bearman. What 
a nice guy and how much we still 
miss him. His daughter Rachel 
Dubois looked as pretty as ever and I 
wonder if in Detroit, she only worked 
Bruiser's cards, or if she ever showed 
up on a Cobo Sheik show (I really 
only remember Lou Klein trainee 
Heather Feather). 

I recall taking pics of Rachel in 
Leroy McGuirk’s great Oklahoma 
territory working I believe with the 
equally gorgeous Vivian Vachon. 
Neice Luna/Angel Vachon always 
gets teary-eyed when Vivian's name 
is brought up, “because she was a real 
mom to me, Mike. Total inspiration, 
she was everything I ever wanted to 
be as a women wrestler.” Luna is still 
married to another former WWE star 
in Gangrel Dave Heath and currently 
she's keeping watch over their 
gigantic dogs. 

Leroy | McGuirk's daughter 
Mike, once WWF's first female ring 
announcer is still a successful real 
estate agent and so many of the recent 
past stars have worked in real estate 
from Dory Funk, Pedro Morales, 
Lance Russell to Nick Bockwinkel 
(who also is a big insurance guy). 
Nick was happy to see somewhat 


reclusive Bob Orton Sr and his son 
Barry come out to visit with his old 
friends in Las Vegas where they all 
live. 

Superfly Jimmy Snuka recently 
moved from Vegas after living there 
a year with his son Jimmy Jr(who 
wrestles and promotes there as Solo 
Snuka) back to New Hampshire. By 
the way, Lou Klein's daughter Linda 
made her first CAC reunion this April 
and although Red Bastien often had 
heat with Lou, he embraced her. "I'm 
not surprised by the stories of my 
dad enticing green boys into the car 
for what they thought were free road 
trips to the next Sheik promotional 
town, only to have him lock them 
into the car before they paid for gas 
and what they thought were the free 
sandwiches he was offering them. 
Dad was a prank player." 


Was told Waldo Von Erich 
(Waldo Sieber) and Hans Schmidt 
both survived prostate cancer scares, 
and Jack Brisco's lovely wife Jan told 
me a few years back even he had a 
major scare in his spinal column and 
was briefly paralyzed. He looked 
better than ever this year, better than 
the last time any of the boys saw 
him in the flesh at the CAC reunion 
in Tampa, FL some years back. His 
new autobiography will be a shoot 
barnburner and Jack was very 
gracious with everyone, since he was 
drawing major crowds. I think it 
was their first trip there since I don't 
believe Roy Shire brought him into 
Vegas for any title defences. His NWA 


title defences at the SF Cow Palace in 
‘75 were two matches against Lonnie 
Mayne and one in Los Angeles for 
Mike Lebell against Greg Valentine. 
He spent more time in the upper 
Pacific Northwest for title defences 
against Don Leo, Kiniski, Dutch 
Savage, Eric Frolich, Leo Burke, Abby 
and more. 

He was easily one of the biggest 
names at Cauliflower this year, with 
even Vader Leon White in awe of 
him. All the current young indie guys 
who work for the over 40 Japanese 
promotions like Bison Mark Smith 
and Samoa Joe admitted to “marking 
out for Brisco. What a legend!” Brisco 
couldn’t believe there’s so many 
promotions there now, after JLA 
began All and New Japan(Baba and 
Inoki groups respectively) in 1973. 
The AWA-affiliated IWE(Kobayashi, 
Kusatsu and Sugiyami) soon 
followed. There were thus only 3 
Japanese companies (not including 
All Japan Women which began even 
before Rikidozan's success with the 
Sharpe Brothers, Thesz and Blassie 
turned into JLA) until the late ‘80s. 


Not that he's been hiding, but 
"Butcher" Paul Vachon was working 
Stampede at the time, and I believe 
Killer Walter Kowalski and even 
Eddie Sharkey were there and maybe 


a à B 
Fred Blassie and Waldo Von Erich at Madi- 
son Square Gardens, NY 
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I can bug Paul to write something-- 
he has a great new book out on his 
life with tons of photos that he self- 
published. I recommend it to anyone 
and it was a great surprise to discover 
his book at the Vachon Brothers table 
in Las Vegas for Cauliflower Alley 
Club's memorabilia dealing. 

Mad Dog Vachon, who won 
CAC’s top top Iron Mike award of 
the year at CAC this past April, is on 
his third prosthesis and was walking 
with more difficulty than at the last 
reunion we saw him at, at Texas Red 
Bastien’s Texas Shootout with Killer 
Karl Kox helping Johnny Valentine 
out with his walker. Vachon boys 
are as colorful as ever but we missed 
Butcher’s operatic singing this year 
which has been the highlight of CAC 
‘93 and ‘95. His book is full of ribs 
and road stories--the stuff we all want 
to relive and hear one more time. 


Florida and Charlotte Superstar 
(he had a few AJPW tours himself in 
the early 70’s) “Number One” Paul 
Jones really enjoyed himself at this 
year’s event seeing friends he hadn’t 
seen in some time from the great early 
70’s Florida territory: Jack Brisco 
(who Lou Thesz said two years ago 
on my radio show was his favorite 
post-1970 superstar), Greg Valentine, 
Louie Tillet, Buddy Dale Roberts and 
Sir Oliver Humperdink (they have 
no idea at all sadly where fellow 
Hollywood Blonde Jerry Brown is or 
what he’s up to, Brown last worked 
in K.C. for Geigel), Brian Blair and 
others. Paul was hit hard by the sad 
death of the great Tim “Mr. Wrestling 
#1” Woods who apparantly spawned 
alot of Mr. Wrestling’s beyond Johnny 
“Rubberman” Walker, Alaskan Jay 
York using that name and same mask 
in L.A. for Mike Lebell in 1973, and 
Jim Osborne who is in this issue. 


Jim, by the way, was a great 
Los Angeles territory mainstay who 
used to learn from the greats like 
Fred Blassie, Buddy Killer Austin, 
John Tolos, Sheik and more there. If 
memory serves right, he had a gig 
in Lalaland as Dick Beyer’s “Baby 
Destroyer” masked protege and 
of course worked a lot hooded for 


Baba’s first year of the All Japan 
Pro Wrestling promotion which has 
currently been under a lot of disarray 
with new owner Keiji “Great” Muto 
after Mrs. Baba sold out. Since Giant 
Shohei passed away, Mrs. Baba 
creepily always had a lifesize wax 
figure of Baba in his 1974 wrestling 
robe stand behind her anywhere she 
gave a press conference or meeting, 
“watching on.” 

Bruno Sammartino and Pedro 
Morales on my radio show said 
Baba was one of the most honest, 
greatest promoters ever where his 
handshake was his bond. “There 
was never a problem with money or 
accomodations. If anything, Baba 
exceeded what he promised us. He 
was in a class with Sam Muchnick 
and Jack Tunney in that department,” 
Bruno said. 


One doesn’t have to look too hard 
to see that Terry Funk is wrestling’s 
Muhammad Ali when it comes to 
breaking retirement “promises,” and 
does anyone really want to see Terry 
retire from the ring wars other than 
devoted wife Vicky? Terry has had 
"retirement celebrations" in All Japan, 
FMW, his own backyard Amarillo 


Terry Funk, seen here in 1976 with the NWA 
belt... has "unretired" more than anybody! 


ranch show six years back, you name 
it. And he says his first pro match was 
in 1962 for his papa's territory. 

He's currently wrestling with and 
against Dusty Rhodes on historian/ 
fan Court Bauer's MLW promotion 
which is nationally syndicated on the 
Sunshine Cable Channel Mondays 
at 8 pm PDT. I believe Dusty is still 
cohosting the Braves pre-game MLB 
show on Turner South network, but 
doing it in full character. On a tape 
I was sent of one of the Braves last 
games against the Mets last year, 
Dusty said this about ballplayer Ken 
Griffey Jr while his co-announcer 
cracked up at the earned error. "Ken 
Griffey will come back strong from 
his injury if you will, He comes from 
a great wrestling family." Hysterical. 


Dale “Buddy Jack” Roberts 
said he began for the Vachon/ 
Lucien Gregoire Montreal Grand 
Prix promotion as Dale Roberts 
and after the incarnation as one of 
the Hollywood Blondes, became 
Buddy Roberts as one of his alltime 
faves was one of everyone's, Buddy 
Rogers. He toured Canada and the 
States as a Blonde before becoming 
the third wheel of the Fabulous 
Freebirds in 1980. Buddy says "for 
the last few years, I've kept to myself 
and tried to forget about wrestling. 
After having the doctors mess up 
removing my throat cancer, I became 
depressed and my wife and son told 
me to stop forgetting my past. That 
my wrestling part of my life could 
help me forget about my health scare 
and bring me back. And it did. I 
really am enjoying seeing so many 
of my old friends now and I promise 
not to be reclusive again. This was 
really my life, the best part of my life. 
Wrestling." 


Buddy Rogers' beautiful widow 
Debbie and son Dave still live near 
the beach that Buddy himself loved 
in Florida. They keep in constant 
touch with one of Buddy's best 
friends-Tarzan Cowboy Billy Darnell 
who also keeps health tabs on Ella 
Waldeck, a former female champ 
many times over. Ella organized 
our one and only Tampa Cauliflower 
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The late and legendary Nature Boy Buddy Rogers and manager Bobby Davis seen here at a 


past St. Louis wrestling convention. 


reunion when she had bone cancer 
and thankfully is in full remission. 
Rogers used to say his other best 
friends in the biz were of course 
Johnny Valentine, Don Curtis (who 
is said to be ailing in Florida), and of 
course his longtime manager Bobby 
Davis. Bobby's daughter needed him 
to stay home or he would've made 
Vegas CAC this year. He once owned 
"a dozen Wendy's hamburger joints 
in Southern California, they were big 
money makers for me." 


Golden Greek John Tolos recently 
moved “back home to the beach, sun 
and women of Southern California” 
after an extended New England and 
Hamilton stint to help his devoted 
brother Chris take care of their mom 
who passed away at age 104. Their 
sister has fought M.S. for years as I 
have and she’s a model of courage. 
John and Chris are very family- 
oriented, private guys and although 
Chris still won’t leave Ontario, he’s 
put out two cook books that any 
wrestling person would want. 

The success of “My Big Fat Greek 
Wedding/Life" have not alluded 
either. More from JT: “I was the 
most popular Greek decades before 
Nia Vardalos’ movie came out and 
right after the original golden greek- 
the late, great Jimmy Londos.” No 
argument there, and John’s long 
series with Fred Blassie will never be 
forgotten for mike work, promotion, 


in-ring product, and years of drawing 
power. Nor his WWWF title match 
in 1974 at the Garden against then 
champ of champs Bruno Sammartino 
in front of over 22,000 when there 
was no need for papering. Actually, 
I'd guess few promoters even heard 
that word used back then. Now, it’s 
commonplace. 

Brian Blair may run for office 
again in Florida since he came so close 
last year. Les “Buddy” Wolff, still 
runs his successful flag and banner 
company while former longtime 
AWA partner Larry Heinimi/Lars 
Anderson promotes successful indie 
shows in Hawaii and still has a hand 
in customized t-shirts which is where 
and how Roddy Piper began wearing 
all his famous slogan shirts after 


the two were paired in Los Angeles 
in 1978, all thanks to Larry. Piper 
nearly wore a new tshirt a week with 
his ever-changing catchphraises like 
“TBone Steaks and Barbell plates,” 
Hot Rod, Angry Scot; Smokin’ and 
Pokin’, Tanned, Rest and Ready, 
etc", decades before Rock and Austin 
had their catchsayings and WWE- 
marketed gimmix. 


One man who'd love to be back 
with WWE is longtime legendary 
announcer Miguel Alonso. Miguel 
started doing the Los Angeles territory 
separate lucha show commentary 
taking Nono Arsu’s place alongside 
Luis Magana who Miguel is still 
pals with. Miguel would go on to 
work as WWF's primary Hispanic 
announcer from 1982 until 1996 with 
color commentor Pedro Morales 
and then went to WCW doing tv 
and ppvs still with Pedro, until that 
promotion’s untimely passing. I did 
a tribute, "This-is-your-life" radio 
show for him after he was robbed last 
fall. He recently flew himself up 
to Cauliflower Alley’s annual Vegas 
function just hours after burying his 
father-in-law in Mexico City. He’s still 
an advisor to several Hispanic radio 
stations in Los Angeles and misses 
doing wrestling commentary. “I’m 
so happy, this is taking my mind off 
everything seeing John Tolos again. 
And Louie Tillet, Greg Valentine, 
Buddy Roberts, George Steele, all my 
friends.” 


Stan “Lariat” Hansen seen here with his peers, Ted Dibiase and the Golden Greek John Tolos. 
Three “old schoolers” who personified the art and business of professional wrestling. 
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GULAS PRO 


WRESTLING 


Í NASHVILLE, TN. 


WED., FEBRUARY 6, 1980 
NEW SPORTS ARENA 8:00 P.M..— STATE FAIRGROUNDS 


MAIN EVENT 
WILD SIX MAN GRUDGE TAG TEAM MATCH 
LARRY LATHAM GEORGE GULAS 
& t 


WAYNE FARRIS VS BOBBY EATON 


L^ 
DANNY DAVIS ATSU rct 


C.W.A. WORLDS HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPIONSHIP MATCH 


JERRY LAWLER 
CHAMPION VS CRAZY LUKE GRAHAM 


WILD TAG TEAM BATTLE 


DUKE MYERS & 
PHIL HICKERSON YS KOKO WARE 


TOJO YAMAMOTO vs ROGER HOWELL | GEORGE GULAS 


ROCKY BREWER VS THE BLUE INFERNO No.1 | BOBBY EATON 


|. TICKETS ON SALE ALL DAY TUESDAY AND WEDNESDAY AT BERRY'S JEWELRY 
HL AND LOAN COMPANY . . 217 ATH AVE. NORTH . PHONE 255-8901 


Hard 


S HAGGERTY 
RETURNS! 


TAG BOUT! 


This bout will settle a in issues. 


HARD BOILED 


HAGGERTY 


COWBOY BILL 


WATTS 
HANDICAP MATCH 


BROWN 


—vs.— 
BLACK 


aw DANIELS 
and BIG K 


This 6'7", 300-Ib. giant tokes on 2 ment 


Plus 2 ELIMINATION BOUTS 


to determine a challenger for Jr. Heavyweight Champ Danny Hodge 


PROF DRUK EDDIE SHARKEY 
MARK STARR KENNY JAY 


CONVENTION HALL 


BIG 
LUKE 


Don’t miss this exciting fight! 


WRESTLING e WRESTLING e WRESTL e WRESTLING o WRESTLING e WRESTLING 


A X * CAROLINA'S CARROUSEL “PRESENTS kk * 


Coliseum Box Office Open 
Today—I to 6 P. M. 


WRESTLING 
TOMORROW 
8:15 P.M. 


SIX MAN TEXAS DEATH MATCH * [ALS DON'T COUNT 
(THERE CAN BE 1 OR 100 FALLS 


GEORGE HOMER 
BECKER |,| ODELL 
) SAILOR ART | E Missouri 
THOMAS |: |MAULER 

JOHNNY |! HIRO 


'|MATSUDA Ý 


F 


WEAVER 


TAG-TEAM MATCH 
GENE ANDERSON 
OLE ANDERSON 


ABE JACOBS 


TS E WOLFF 


II i i 

AMAZING ZUMA VS. LEON BAXTER * LORD LITTLEBROOK vs. ure BRUISER | 
BOB RAMSTAD VS. EL GAUCHO * “BULLDOG” LEE HENNING VS. JESSE JAMES 
$9.08. 


* WRESTLING E WRESTLING oe (6—. WESTON E  WKRSTCINS 


also, Dewey Robertson, Red Lyons, Tony Parisi. 
SEE T.V. WRESTLING SAT. Ch. 11 at 12:30 NOON 


‘SPECTACULAR DOUBLE MAIN EVENT 


PLUS SIX MORE BIG BOUTS! 
Presented By Championship Wrestling Inc 


T MIAMI BEACH p» e 
CONVENTION CENTER 
W.W.W.F. CHAMPION7/ 
BOB BACKLUND K $ 
$ VERSUS 
MAGNIFICENT MURACO , 
GRUDGE MATCH!! 
DUSTY RHODES 
DICK MURDOCH 
NICKOLI VOLKOFF 
MURDOCH IVAN KOLOFF 
SPECIAL EVENT!! B 
BU TER 


BARRY WINDHAM vs BILL WHITE 1 
RS t 
x HANGMAN BOB JAGGE í 
WED., 


JiM GARVIN RHODES 
JULY 23rd 


/ 
En n GEN. ADM. *3 


MP Pg, PPP Pg «pP gl MVP MP EU t 


i 


TV CH. 28.SUN. 11:00 A.M. 


WRESTLING -- MONDAY 


August 5th 
Main Event 
2 ouf of 3 Falls — ! hour 
MIL MASCARAS 


vs. 
BUDDY AUSTIN 
7 Second Main Event: 
BOBO BRAZIL 


vs. A 
LUKE GRAHAM ba 


Semi Main Event 
1 fall to the finish 
CRYBABY CANNON vs 
400 Lbs. Plus 


restlin pA 


=. TOMORROW 8 P.M. s 


Pedro Morales 
DEATH MATCH SURVIVOR WINS 
U.S. TITLE 


*. RIC NATURE BOY FLAIR 
vs GREG VALENTINE 


STREET FIGHT 


BLACKJACK MULLIGAN 
vs ENFORCER LUCIANO 


CANADIAN TITLE 


GREAT HOSSIEN ARAB 1 
vs ANGELO MOSCA 


ths.) 


Y" 


SUPER SPECTACULAR 
NEXT SAT. NIGHT 8:00 PM . 
ROBARTS ARENA—955-1515 


e LIGHTS OUT NO D.0. 
| Y DUSTY v PAK 
lei RHODES s SONG 


hibition of Strength and Sc 


FLA. HEAVY WEIGHT TITLE — ¢ 
JOS v MR. | <a 
LEDUC s UGANDA 
U.S. TAG TEAM TITLE 

KILLER SONNY 

KARL KOX v KING 


JM s THE 
GARVIN VIKING 
SPECIAL TAPED FIST MATCH 
THE v ROCKY = 
MAULER s JOHNSON $ 


WOMEN'S TAG TITLE e 
VICKIE WILLIAMS V SUZETTE FARRARH 
JOYCE GRABLE S LELANI KEI 
CHALLENGE TAG MATCH 
MR. SIATO-MR. SATO vs MATTA-TILLET 


TICKETS ON SALE MONDAY 10-5 
Resorve $5.00 General $3.00 
Kids 12 and Under W/Adult $1.50 (GA) Golden Circle (1-2 Row) $6.00 


TAG TEAM: ya k 
TITLE! GR & 


' BRUISER &f> $ 


And NE 


py MW) 


feu LANG ve LITTLE TOKYO 
RESERVED 54-55-56 TV CH. 6 SAT. 12:00 P. 


Maysteck canova 


rA, 


One Punch Osborne 
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RED HOT WRESTLING FEUDS 


Back in the magical ‘60s and 
‘70s (actually anything pre-1984 was 
usually great), most of the territories 
had a feud and local performers 
that defined them. Whether it was 
Ray Stevens against Pat Patterson 
or Pepper Gomez in San Francisco, 
Bruno Sammartino against Turo 
Tanaka or George Steele in WWWF 
land, Bruiser and Crusher against 
the Blackjacks throughout the AWA, 


Killer Kowalskis matches with 
Edaurd Carpentier and Yukon Eric... 
you get the picture. 


What made some feuds sell, but 
not others? Why did so many have 
longevity and drawing power while 
never seeming stale? 

Some “feuds” were more so 
outstanding matches with the top 
athletes of the day matched up 
ala Dory Funk Jr. vs Jack Brisco vs 
Harley Race anywhere (from Tampa 
to Atlanta to St. Louis to Amarillo 
to Toronto). If promoters were lucky 


Dr. Mike Lano | 
reminisces about 
some classic 
mat grudges 


enough to bring the participants in, 
there was built-in excitement from 
the fans and well-crafted product 
from the boys. 

Im stating the obvious but 
many were well-known worldwide 
thanks to magazines like Wrestling 
Revue, Wrestling Monthly, etc. John 
Tolos and Fred Blassie had their first 
modern day matchup after a tag 
team argument in 1967 Los Angeles 
(actually they'd met and teamed in 
various other places) which of course 
turned into the feud of the year from 
1970 thru 1971, with smattering 
matchups in 1973, 1977 and 1979 
believe it or not. Outstanding mike 
work, in-ring, they had the entire 
package. 

The real success and genius was if 
one could repeatedly sell out with the 
same two guys and through Roman 
Gladiator Death Matches, Dog Collar, 
Lights Out, Texas Death Matches, 
Cage Matches and the first blowoff 


which surprisingly wasn't a “Blassie” 
cage match: the 1971 outdoor L.A. 
Colisium main event spectacular 
drew a reported 32,000 that was atop 
some of the other top feuds of the day 
in Brazil-Sheik, Gordman/ Goliath vs 
Shibuya/Saito, Moolah/Nicolai and 
was successful in pulling in some of 
the first closed-circuit major money. 

Tolos-Blassie, Dory Sr. vs Cyclone 
Negro, Briscos-Funks, Santo Sr. vs 
Blue Demon, and Bruno versus many 
were long-running feuds, but what 
might be the longest performing 
wrestling feud of the post-1950 
era? Crusher-Valentine, Carpentier- 
Kowalski come close. 

If you guessed the longest feud 
of all time was Brazil-Sheik, you'd 
probably be right since their first 
matches aired on Dumont Network 
TV in the fifties and continued into 
the early 1980s, until Bobo's arthritis 
got the better of him. How many 
bigtime territorial cities had repeat 
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sellouts with this spectacular series? 
Detroit obviously, Chicago, Toronto, 
many cities in Ohio, for Ann Gunkel 
in Atlanta, Los Angeles, Honolulu 
and more. It had all the elements, 
survived several heel managers and 
could blow away any of today's 
pretenders to the thrown in Austin / 
Rock, Hogan/ Savage because back 
then most promoters would run a 
series with greater care. 

Thats how Jerry Lawler vs. 
Superstar Bill Dundee and Austin 
Idol (Mike McCord) lasted so long. 
When two guys met for the first time, 
there was meaning to it. 

Although a bit more obvious, 
the genius of Vince McMahon Sr. is 
always noted. WWWF would bring 
in a monster heel or a returning 
one, have them spend some time 
demolishing jobbers on tv, going thru 
all the "go-befores" like Strongbow, 
Rivera, Soto, Monsoon before getting 
the very first huge multi-state title 
match with Bruno or Pedro and 
always first at the Garden. 

If the heat and presence was 
there since MSG usually always sold 
out; Vince could run two, three, four 
matches (if that heel was Spyros 
Arion) before allowing Bruno and his 
foe to lock up at Nassau Colisium, 
the Boston Garden, etc and several 
months before the lower tier venues 
like Rollarama got said matchup, if 
ever. 

Bruno's feuds could thus go 
on and make money for perhaps a 
year with the right opponent like a 
Kowalski (one of wrestling's alltime 
longest and best feuds). 

Ric Flair, perhaps the last link to 
wrestling's glory territorial circuit 
days, has had more modern day 
feuds than anyone and gotten the 
most mileage out of brilliant matches 
with Ricky Steamboat, Halrey Race, 
Roddy Piper, both Valentines, Buddy 
Rogers, Sting, Vader and carried 
feuding performers like Dusty 
Rhodes, Ronnie Garvin, Hulk Hogan 
and Randy Savage. 

Since wrestling’s “great one” Lou 
Thesz was in a class by himself; his 
matches leading to “feuds” (should 
we call his various series “feuds?”) 
were more low-key because of his 


Two real gentlemen of the mat had many 
classic battles - Dory Funk Jr. defends his 
NWA World’s Heavyweight Champion- 
ship against the formidable challenger, Jack 
Brisco. 


great dignity. To a certain extent, the 
same could be said for Verne Gagne’s 
“feuds” which were more visibily 
controlled since he ran his own 
promotion and destiny. 

An entire article could be written 
on the feuds and fightin’ going 
on in the promotion and booking 
of women's wrestling with Billy 
Wolff's alleged daliances with one 
Ms. Byers while married to the other 
top female of all time--Millie Burke. 
Byers-Burke, what magic, talent and 
legendry was there for the classic top 
female feud in my opinion. 

I'm sure I left out a jillion feuds 
and would like to hear from others 
on this. What made a lasting feud, 
since so many elements went into 
the makings? Why are today's WWE 
feuds so short (is it the MTV short- 
attention-span-theatre mentality or 
the fear that fans will lose interest 
if Undertaker faces a Mick Foley 
more than twice in a month's period 
of time?) My main point is that 
every circuit had a fabulous set of 
performers and several great, and 
memorable feuds that made money. 
Could indie promoters of today 
replicate that? Dennis Coraluzzo 
nearly did when he crafted the very 
first Eddie Gilbert-Cactus Jack match 
in ‘90’s Philly/Jersey hotbed that is 
remembered as a great multi-year 


series: 
Of course, when discussing 
wrestling feuds, we cannot ignore 
the genuine wreslting promotional 
wars. Who can forget the Bruiser's 
WWA versus Sheik's NWA Big Time 
promotion for years in Detroit, Annie 
Gunkel trying to take on and nearly 
defeating Paul Jones led NWA group 
in Georgia, Mike Lebell enlisting full 
NWA help to thwart Verne Gagne's 
Los Angeles Forum aspirations, or 
the fun up north in Montreal as the 
Vachon's Grand Prix took on the 
Lutte group of the Rougeau family. 
How about the Poffo's IWA taking 
on several in /79, or even Lou Thesz 
challenging Nick Gulas’ infamous 
Tennessee paydays with the booking 
help of Al Costello circa 1977? 

Or the many groups in Phoenix 
or Mexico City trying to outdo the 
other more recently? The bad-boy 
spirit of those old days certainly 
came to a head in 1994 when Eastern 
Championship Wrestling became 
ECW, spat on the NWA and the rival 
promoter who allegedly got revenge 
by slashing ECW impressario Paul 
Heyman and the boy’s car tires in 
the snow while ECW ran at it’s home 
arena. Now that’s feudin’ ! 


They've been opponents, partners, opponents 
again - Jerry Lawler vs. Bill Dundee. 
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When publisher Brian first 
approached me about doing this 
column, he told me to stick to the 
major sites and then cover the smaller 
ones as I had space. And that's all fine 
and dandy, the biggies like Kayfabe 
Memories and Wrestling Classics 
are all fine sites and all, but my heart 
is into the smaller sites that populate 
the internet these days. The TRUE fan 
sites. 

So, this issue, l've decided to 
pull a Sinatra and do things "my 
way", if you weel! It seems like more 
sites go up all of the time, as there is 
just too much wrestling history and 
personalities of the past for any site to 
come close to being comprehensive. 
With the current state of pro wrestling 
in this modern age, more and more 
fans are looking backward, to learn 
about or to relive those golden 
moments. And here are some of the 
sites where these fine fans go. 

One of the more professional 
websites ^ dedicated to the 
grappling art is the Georgia 
Wrestling History site, located at 
www.georgiawrestlinghistory.com / 


Georgia Wrestling History 
To ene oF ne wn WA T TIT 


by Mike DuPree 


home.html. Georgia has long been 
a hotbed of pro wrestling, and was 
the place that launched the changing 
of the guard in the early 80's that 
transformed pro wrestling into the 
enterprise it is today. 

Rich Tate is your host, and he has 
assembled a veritable treasure trove of 
information for public consumption. 
Just check out the Who's Who section 
for an example. This section lists 
every person (and animal!) that is 
known to have ever appeared in 
the Peach State. That's a heck of an 
undertaking in itself. On top of that, 
he breaks these names down by the 
group these names worked for. 

If it was Fred Ward's promotion, 
there's a section for that, for example. 
He also lists the years the names 
appeared, and the number of known 
appearances these performers made, 
going back until at least the 1920's. 
It’s a pretty impressive undertaking 
to say the least. And not just the main 
known promoters, but many lesser 
known groups as well are included. 
As with anything having to do with 
researching pro wrestling history, 
its a work in progress, and after 
per-using the site, if you have any 
updated information that you could 
share, it would most certainly be 
welcome. He also has a page listing 
as many results as he can find, again 
breaking them down by time period 
and by promotion. Not an easy task 
to do, requiring much time with the 
microfilm library I'm sure. 

The Biographies Section is a little 


on the skimpy side, but the site is still 
young. The only one featured isn't 
even on a wrestler, but on the dean 
of wrestling commentators, Gordon 
Solie. Gordon, of course, is a man 
identified as the voice of Georgia 
(and Florida) wrestling for so many 
years, and he remains a much loved 
figure to this day, truly the “Walter 
Cronkite" of wrestling, he continued 
into the corporate wrestling years 
until the business was no longer 
worthy of him, and he is a fine first 
subject to be featured in this section. 
I look forward to many more bios in 
the near future. If anyone has articles 
they would like to contribute Rich 
I'm sure he would be happy to post 
them. 

The site also features an 
underutilized message board that I 
would recommend everyone tolog on 
to. It's an EZ Board, your user name 
and password gets you automatic 
access if registered on another EZ 
Board like Kayfabe Memories. 
There’s actually several different 
subjects featured to post about other 
than Georgia history, like the WWF 
and WCW forums, a jokes forum, 
and a general off topic chit chat place. 
Some of the old school wrestlers post 
there as well. There are some great 
posts there by Dickie Steinborn and 
Bo Oates (two names that spring 


Peach State Pandemonium 


Georgia Championship Wrestling 


Fred Ward Promotions 


to mind). Steinborn's recounting of 
Ray Gunkel's death is very riveting 
reading. 

At the outset I said I wasn't 
going to do any perceived major 
sites this month, but this site has to 
be considered a major in waiting. 
Its apparently had about 30,000 hits 
from November 2,2002 to May 24'^ of 
2003. Being it has a singular focus 
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might be considered a drawback for 
some, but my only real complaint 
is the lack of illustrations/scans of 
memorabilia this site has. Programs, 
more photos, and scans of newspaper 
clippings would go along way to 
dress this site up. Otherwise, this 
site is professionally constructed and 
organized and has MUCH to offer 
any student of wrestling's rich past. 
There have been many notables that 
have contributed to assembling this 
site (listed on the credits section), 
and they have done an unbelievable 
job. This site has to be on your must 
see list if you haven't checked it out 
already. 


' Professional Wrestling's Most Notorious Madian!" 


With the GREAT tribute to the 
late Wildman of Syria in the last issue 
of Revue, I would be amiss to ignore 
the long running tribute page to the 
Noble Sheik at http: / / www.geocities. 
com / sheikfan/ This site is organized 
and run by Mark Ferrante, late of 
the Ferrante/Tiecher piano duo. Or 
maybe not, actually. At any rate, Mark 
is no doubt a hardcore Sheik junkie, 
and this site is a reflection of his love 
and admiration of the man. Not too 
much in the way of text mind you, he 
goes right for viscera of things with 
several photo galleries of Slashin' 
Eddie in action. 

If you have a weak stomach or 
sensibilities, you might not want to 
wander too far from the fence, as 
Sheik was hardcore LONG before 
hardcore was cool Some might 
argue he invented the genre. At 
any rate, his wrestling style was 


always more visual than cerebral 
anyway, and with that, this page is 
a fine tribute to him. Mark also has 
contact with the Farhat family, and 
information on Sheik souvenirs can 
be found on this site. Mark, too, has 
an EzBoard account, and you can log 
over to it at http:/ / pub13.ezboard. 
com/bsheikfans. Sheik’s son Eddie 
Jr. (Captain Ed George) posts there, 
and as he is currently running shows 
again under the Big Time Wrestling 
banner, you will probably be able to 
keep updated on their doings as well 
as discuss all things pertinent to the 
Sheik. 

Only niggle on this site are those 
annoying popups that Geocities 


and the EzBoards have. They have 
programs for your PC that block 
those, and I’d recommend if you surf 
the various wrestling sites on the 
web you install one anyway. Not a 
slick, glossy site, its just a meat and 


potatoes tribute to no doubt, one of 
the, for some THE, most notorious 
villain(s) to ever grace the squared 
circle, the Noble Shiek. 

Nota fan site per se, but long time 
WWA mainstay Golden Boy Paul 
Christy has a website at http://www. 
members.tripod.com / paulchristy / . 
This site is like so many I see from ex- 
performers in the fact that they do so 
little with it. Paul had a long, colorful 
career, and it's a shame he doesn't 
embellish his site more to make it 
interesting for his fans. Basically it's 
a front page and a merchandise page 
to buy photos and T-Shirts. Nothing 
there to keep you coming back, for 


sure. Maybe he's saving it for the 
book he's advertising he's writing. 


Welcome To 


The Offical 


Paul | fez 
Christy cs, 


Website "2 


Seems like everyone is writing a book 
these days. 

One observation is that Paul's 
photos are from recent vintage, 
and even though now in his 60's, 
he's scarcely aged other than a few 
less follicles. The man must have a 
portrait somewhere! Hopefully down 
the road he'll embellish his site with 
some of the many amusing stories 
from his past. 

To talk about the current WWE in 
a classic wrestling forum today is for 
some blasphemy. But you can't ignore 
its predecessors, the WWWF (World 
Wide Wrestling Federation) and the 
WWE (World Wrestling Federation) 
for providing top action and stars 
on the east coast for so many years. 
If some can get past their disdain 
for the current World Wrestling 
Entertainment (WWE), there's a 
very fine site http:/ /www.angelfire. 
com / wrestling / cawthon777/. This 
site is called the History Of World 
Wrestling Entertainment. Don't let 
the title fool you, it is packed with all 
sorts of results and ads dating back to 
the early WWWF cards back in 1963 
until its present incarnation today. 

The results sections are broken 
down into various years/eras of the 
game: 1963-1970, 1970-1977, 1978- 
1983, 1984-1986, 1987-1988, and then 
each year after that is highlighted. 

Besides results, they have a 
photo and ad gallery for various 
WWF/WWE shows over the years 
in arenas around the country. There's 
also a section giving a run down on 
Coliseum Home Video releases that 
you might find an invaluable tool. 
Graham Cawthon has done a good 
job organizing this site, and deserves 
to be commended for undertaking 
such a huge task. 
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The annual Cauliflower Alley 
Club Reunion in Las Vegas was 
a huge success with 650 people 
in attendance. Nick Bockwinkel 
auctioned off a number of rare items 
from the Paul Boesch collection as a 
fund raiser for CAC. 

For autograph collectors it was a 
real bonanza Former NWA World's 
Heavyweight Champions Jack Brisco 
and Harley Race were in attendance 
and had pictures that they were 
willing to sign. “Handsome” Jimmy 
Valiant also had a table where fans 
could purchase autographed photos. 

For me another autographed 
obtained was Gene Lewis who had 
a table representing the Professional 
Wrestling Hall Of Fame, that is 
located in Schnectady, NY. I fondly 
remember Gene from the days I 
was writing programs for the late 
great promoter LeRoy McGuirk. At 
that point he and Dale Lewis were 
a top tag team combination in the 
Oklahoma territory. 

Many of the writers and 
photographers of this publication 
could also be found in attendance. 
I had a chance to visit with Dr. 
Mike Lano, Greg Oliver, and Dave 
Burzynski, who I hadn't seen in 
years. 

Wrestling magazines continue 
to be a top item that change hands 
between collectors. One of the most 
highly sought after publications 
is WRESTLING LIFE, which was 


published in the fifties and sixties. 
A number of them recently sold on 
Ebay. The prices of those magazines 
ranged from thirty to ninety dollars 
each. Not bad for a publication which 
during its original printing topped 
off at 50 cents an issue by the early 
sixties. 

Also very popular as always on 
Ebay are black & white publicity 
stills of wrestlers. Strictly a matter of 
supply and demand, some pictures 
become very spendy when collectors 
get in bidding wars. Recent purchase 
prices clearly reflect that fact. Pictures 
of Wilbur Snyder and Lou Klein 
netted the seller forty two dollars 
each. A "Nature Boy" Buddy Rogers 
photo from the fifties went for fifty 
one dollars. The biggest recent sale 
though was a 1953 shot of Bill Melby 
& Billy Darnell as the World's Tag 
Team Champions, that topped off for 
$103.00. The two Bills will be reunited 
for the first time in decades at next 
years Cauliflower Alley Reunion in 
Las Vegas. 

There are some real bargains too. I 
was able to purchase an autographed 
photo of Joe Pazandak for seen 
dollars, which included shipping. 
Paz was a huge star in the forties and 
fifties, and was the man who helped 
break many in the sport including 
Verne Gagne and Pat O'Connor. 

Programs from a variety of 
territories and eras also remain 
popular selling items on Ebay. Certain 
promotions and wrestlers seem to 
make some programs in greater 
demand. 

Chris Parsons recently did very 
well auctioning off a collection of 
programs than originally belonged 
to Dick The Bruiser. Dick had 


The great Bill Melby 


autographed a couple of programs 
from Chicago and Indianapolis, and 
they really sparked a lot of interest. 

I won a couple of programs from 
that lot, that no one else even bid on. 
One was a 1962 Detroit program with 
Lord Athol Layton on the cover for 
only six dollars. The other was a 1957 
Milwaukee program which featured a 
main event that pitted Ed Carpentier, 
Wilbur Snyder, and Roy McClarity 
vs. Nicoli & Boris Volkoff paired 
with Hans Schmidt. I was glad to fill 
in part of my Fred Kohier promotion 
collection for only ten dollars. 

A 1948 program from Buffalo, NY 
went for only $15.00. It is collectable 
due to one of the pictures published 
in that particular program was a very 
early publicity shot of Ben & Mike 
Sharpe. 

A mint 1954 Denver program 
with Antonio Rocca on the front cover 
went for the very reasonable price of 
$5.75. A lot of things from the late 
promoter Mike London's promotion 
including the Denver program have 
been auctioned off on Ebay recently. 

Of a more recent vintage, two 
programs from Regina, Canada 
went for $5.00 each. A lot of fans 
collect anything from Stu Hart’s 
Calgary area promotion. Years ago 
when I wrote Area Closeups for this 
magazine Stu’s son Ross used to send 
me programs from the promotion to 
keep me in the loop on what his family 
was promoting. I always enjoyed 
those programs because of the great 
photography by Bob Leonard. 

Each issue we like to spotlight a 
dealer who has rare wrestling items at 
fair prices. This issue I'd like to highly 
recommend Dan Westbrook. Dan 
is an excellent source for magazines 
such as WRESTLING REVUE and 
WRESTLING LIFE. You can contact 
my friend Dan by writing to him at: 
Danwe@netzero.net. Tell him that I 
sent you. 

I'd like to hear from you serious 
wrestling collectors out there. We are 
interested in reporting on what you 
are buying and selling. You can get 
in touch with this writer at either 
Jamescmelby©Aol.Com or by snail 
mail at: 1409 Ryan Avenue West, 
Roseville, MN 55113-5829. 


